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Smith, Bennett and 
I T is often that a student here will make the comment: "Of course he's a Yalie--couldn't you tell ?" One of the most 
popular pastimes is classifying members of dif-
ferent colleges and universities. It is said that 
a Dartmouth man waves an athletic supporter 
and drinks, a Princeton man waves an orange 
and black pennant and drinks, a Harvard man 
waves his delightful English accent and drinks, 
and a Yale man waves the Social Register and 
drinks. 
Relegating women's colleges to a particular 
type is a trying task. Few women have suffi-
cient individuality to warrant " typing" anyway. 
But after rather extensive research I have found 
that the three colleges most prone to such exam-
ination are Smith College, Northampton, 
Mass.; Bennett Jr. College, Millbrook, N . Y.; 
and Briarcliff Jr. College, Briarcliff Manor, 
N.Y. 
The first of these, Smith, has the dubious 
advantage of being larger than the others. To 
avoid complications, therefore, we will discuss 
only the Sessions House or "I can still drink 
scotch-on-the-rocks and discuss John Stuart 
Mill" group. Their main axe to grind is 
lengthy explanations of why they didn't go to 
Vassar (I am not going to undertake a consider-
ation of Vassar at this juncture because its par-
ticular program requires a book) . The Smithy 
of this type tends to be tall, dark haired, and 
throaty-voiced. She is also probably naive, 
and she went to Smith in the first place to "get 
an education" and to meet a "good group of 
girls." Actually mummy probably went there 
and the boy friend goes to Amherst. She will 
scorn "Rahars" and Scott Fitzgerald; praise 
"The Williams House" and Henry James. She 
will very likely be civil and polite to a blind 
date, even though a turkey. But Smith IS a 
very large college; hence, many types. 
II 
"But I have to work tonight-you know I'm 
taking economics." Bennett girls spend most 
of the evening violently defending their alma 
mater when charges of "country club" are 
leveled. But after much consideration I have 
found that their child study course is actually 
a very difficult one. Bennett is really the No. 1 
marriage colony in the East-not very many of 
them succeed in securing a ring while in school, 
but when they leave they make up for lost time. 
It has been alleged that Bennett rather attracts 
the wild, so-called "party-party" group. This 
is not altogether true, although I have seen 
many a strong man insensible after an evening 
at "The Viking" or "Wendover Farms" with 
his demure date. One fault of the Bennett 
group: they can belt down stingers or martinis 
with the most hardened alcoholic, but a few 
drafties leave them foolish. Probably the 
chief characteristics of Bennett girls are: 
Bermuda shorts, page-boy hair-cuts, money, and 
an overwhelming desire to reform members. of 
the U. Va. and Yale. Sometimes this last idea 
takes perverted forms. Girls from B.J.C. will 
The REVIEW being primarily a college magazine, we deem it proper to occasionally pub-
lish something on a topic such as the one below. Ward Just, a sophomore, having the appro-
priate nickname of Winebag, writes from experience. 
Jriarcliff -
often buy their own scotch if their date is not 
solvent. They have been known to be rude to 
blind dates. Unfortunately for the college 
men, Bennett occasionally gets a play from the 
Ad-man set in New York. Many of them can 
play "do-you-know" not only in every suburb 
in the country, but in many advertising firms 
also. 
III 
"You're damn right I want to get married; 
what the hell else would I be in a two-year 
college for." Girls from Briarcliff pull no 
punches. Right near The City, many of the 
more knowing girls spend most of their waking 
hours in N .Y. trying to attract the "out-of-col-
lege" group. Girls from "The Cliff" are amaz-
ing party girls even though most of them do 
not drink extensively. Their favorite pastime 
is a fast, witty conversation. They practice 
often and are many times very gross. They 
make no pretense about the desire to get mar-
ried. As a result, there are more engagements 
while in college per capita at Briarcliff (I am 
told) than any other college in the East. The 
Briarcliff gals know people from all over, so if 
the conversation goes badly, "do-you-know" is 
a fine game to fall back on. But the gals from 
"The Cliff" can enter into a wicked game of 
"can you top this" when a few gross stories are 
presented. The "horsey set" almost predomi-
nates at Briarcliff. Of course the success of the 
latter activity depends on how well you like 
the ponies. Even so, Pimlico is right around 
the corner. 
a somewhat prejudiced view 
by Ward Just, '57 
o · f3 
MOST college campuses have one standing joke in common-their lit-erary magazine. At Trinity College 
this joke dates back to 1833 when the Her-
methenean first dared to show its face. Since 
then, it has always been fashionable for the 
smart Trinity man to illustrate his academic 
sophistication at the expense of the literary 
magazine. "Oh, that! Of course I never read 
it, but it does make rather acceptable winter 
insulation around those gothic windows in Jar-
vis." The joke exists today, but the spirit is a 
different one. The undergraduate does read 
the literary magazine, and chances are, he even 
secretly contemplates writing for it. 
When ye jaded seniors entered ye ivied walls 
four years ago the Trinity Review was still the 
object of considerable public derision, as well 
as a certain amount of contempt. The editorial 
in the March 1951 issue valiantly defended the . 
magazine's honor with this protest: 
We can very well appreciate the fact that 
the Senate became impatient with the last 
issue of the Review and with the tardiness 
of the present one and as a result of some 
rather strongly put criticism published 
hereabouts requested that the Review be 
improved in quality and published on time. 
If the students of Trinity will improve 
the quality of the material submitted to 
the Review as well as the quantity, the 
Senate will have no room for complaint. 
... we will now retire to our inkwell and 
wait for results. 
T~ 
However well justified they felt them-
selves, the editors were forced to admit that 
there might be room for improvement. The 
same editorial carried the following program 
for reform: 
The Trinity Review was founded as an ex-
pressly "literary" magazine and with vary-
ing degrees of success it has always re-
mained so. However, the Board has real-
ized in the past few months that something 
of a perhaps less formal type of "litera-
ture" will have to be included in the Re-
view if it is to receive any enthusiastic 
support. This was decided for two rea-
sons : the average Trinity student would 
rather be entertained than informed, and 
the number of men in college capable of 
acceptable creative writing will always be 
small. We do not intend to make this a 
tabloid or "digest" magazine. But we do 
intend to try various experiments with 
lighter types of writing. 
The Review can remain a literary publica-
tion to display the small but consistent 
output of the artistically talented elements 
Editor-in-Chief of the REVIEW, Jerald E. Hatfield began his writing career at Trinity 
with an article on the architecture of the school's buildings entitled "The Evolution of a Cam-
pus." He bows out with a variation on that theme. 
by Jerald E. Hatfield, '55 
:volution of a Campus Magazine 
of the campus; but it can also become a 
source of ideas, discussion and constructive 
criticism for the school. It can be a light 
and entertaining magazine, though not 
necessarily in the manner of a certain Yale 
Record which attempts to be and is some-
thing less than a pale shadow of one cer-
tain New Yorker. 
A look at a current issue of the Review will 
illustrate the effect this editorial has had upon 
the policy of the magazine. There is a com-
bination of the light and the serious. Humor 
is just as evident as is the ambitious and aca-
demic. Issues of general interest are intelli-
gently discussed alongside polished products of 
our short story artists and poets. Surprising-
ly enough, neither type of writing seems to 
suffer from the synthesis. The lighter forms 
take on a certain prestige in the context of the 
Review while giving the more artistic writing 
a relevance and an audience. 
The evolution of the Trinity Review over 
these past three years has been a slow, not al-
ways painless process. The biggest problem 
was the lack of student interest which is so 
typical of the attitude toward most college 
literary magazines. The Review was extremely 
'lit' rey' and consequently had very limited 
reader appeal. Two years ago the editors be-
gan with the most obvious tactic-eye appeal. 
The Review hopes to become more than 
just a campus literary publication. We 
hope to present to the College a maga-
zine that is both more attractive and more 
readable. First of all, this means a great-
er emphasis on the artistic side. The illus-
trations . .. are designed to spotlight the 
special interests to be found in various 
articles. A more readable print on a more 
readable paper will further the attractive-
ness of the magazine. 
Some of the features incorporated to achieve 
the new appearance, in addition to those men-
tioned in the editorial, have been the new 
cover designs and a more interesting page 
format. A recent photographic section fore-
casts a project along those lines as a regular 
feature if it can become economically feasible. 
With each issue, the editors hope to become 
more successful in presenting an attractive and 
professional appearance that will achieve the 
eye-appeal so necessary to maintain the pres-
ent student interest. 
Even more fundamental was the problem 
of public relations. To publish one's work in 
the Review was to stick one's neck out for a 
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thorough ribbing as a frustrated poet. One of 
the biggest boosts of campus prestige was the 
growth of the magazine's public prestige. Last 
year the Trinity Review began to publish works 
of well known professional writers. The cul-
mination of this was the May 1954 issue cele-
brating Wallace Stevens' 75th birthday. It 
was no longer considered 'small time' to have 
one's name appear in the Review table of con-
tents when it appeared alongside such familiar 
names as William Carlos Williams and T. S. 
Eliot. Today, only a few modest souls fear 
to see their names in the magazine, and even 
they cannot resist printing their stories with a 
pseudonym to protest their modesty: 
It must be fairly apparent to Mr. Hatfield 
that there are a number of students who 
can write on the campus; it may not be 
apparent to him that some of them are 
modest and shy. Some of them are not 
associated with literary things and they 
occasionally would like to take an anony-
mous stab at writing and let it go at that. 
Or they enjoy the fun of a pseudonym and 
then enjoy the excitement that arises when 
it is ultimately discovered that the author 
is really a big strong athlete. 
If reader appeal and prestige were lacking in 
past issues of the magazine, an equally press-
ing problem was the lack of money for pub-
lishing the Review. The Senate appropriations 
were based on the costs of a smaller and plainer 
issue at outdated printing charges. In order 
to make its appeal for readers the magazine 
had to adopt a more expensive format. Fur-
thermore, printing costs had mounted rapidly 
and the College Treasurer's office was con-
stantly breathing down the editors' necks be-
cause of their failure to stay in the black. 
Finally, when the magazine began to grow in 
prestige and reader appeal the Review was re-
ceiving more good material and more demand 
for its being published. 
The first step toward remedying the financial 
problem was taken by this year's Senate. Al-
though the Review asked for appropriations 
sufficient to publish the current four issues, 
their budget request was cut in half. However, 
the Senate did at least appropriate enough 
money to cover the old expenses. If the Review 
wanted to make any improvements that was left 
to them. 
The editors were determined not to stay in 
the same old rut and so they went out on a 
limb (to mix a bad metaphor) . They pub-
lished the kind of issues that the students 
wanted and endeavored to make up their defi-
cit on their own. Through an extensive cam-
paign they were able to increase the proceeds 
from advertising nearly 500 % and their sub-
scription income over 600 % . They are still 
far from balancing the budget, but they hope 
they have proved themselves worthy to receive 
appropriations in the future which will keep 
them out of the red. 
Of course the Review has a long way to go 
before it achieves the goal for which it has set 
out. Even though much good material has to 
be turned down for lack of space, there will 
never be too much material in one sense. Com-
petition fosters higher standards, and that apex 
is never reached. As the magazine progresses 
it will discover ways to incorporate new fea-
tures. A substantial section of reviews and 
critiques of current books, records, and plays, 
etc. would add to the value of the publication. 
A regular section of well written college humor 
would give it wider appeal. Time and achieve-
ment will bring to its pages a tradition of dis-
tinguished guest writers. By the same token, 
the list of subscribers and advertisers will con-
tinue to grow. 
In spite of the untapped possibilities, the 
Trinity Review has come a long way in a rela-
tively short time. It has played an active part 
in arousing literary interest at Trinity College, 
both in its encouragement of student writers 
and its presentation of the best writing for 
evaluation by the student body. Its prestige 
has grown among other schools and among lit-
erary circles. Most important, the students 
have taken an active interest in the publication 
and its future. The Trinity Review has become 
in reality the College magazine. 
The Crucifixion 
Labor; hand and mouth, blood and tears 
Have followed thee. 
From some invidious seed has grown 
That tree, 
That bids your steps be slow, 
Our thoughts be secret. 
Up to the summit of our great regret, 
Mouths, hands, blood, tears were shed, 
And shrouded on thy senses 
Where you bled, 
A wreath of thorns, 
Which now our minds impale. 
Our vision was that primal sin, 
Mouths, hands, blood, tears, 
Flow down that sanguine mountain now. 
A tortured light begins to fail. 
(The mansions tumbled of a hundred secret 
saints) 
And then the driving of the nail. 
We quiver beastlike in the candle flame, 
And scream at darkness who does not know 
our name. 
Chester Ringheiser, '56 
Original Salvation 
At night we sleep, you and I and you and I, 
We crawl into the membrane and turn out the 
light; 
Night the amoeba heaves from paleolithic 
slime, 
We float in the communal jelly of pre-time. 
We fuse, you and I and you and I, 
Flesh melts and thoughts become green bubbles 
mergmg; 
Hearts melt but heartbeats stay, 
Throb each into each and pound upward 
To break upon the surface 
Of that first differentiating day. 
Then dawn comes, as before, 
Flesh reforms, 
Night slides like a shadow off the sheet, 
Light touches a flame to our ganglia. 
We, nerve masses, arise and float among the 
fronds 
Of a dripping fern forest 
Under the sun, a wary eye without heat, 
Neurons stretch and tangle like angry whips 
When we meet. 
Brothers, apotheoses of evolutionary genius, 
Masterworks of a hand divinely ingenious, 
Remember if you would 
In our hatred and despair 
The green strands of primal brotherhood 
That wire our nerves like matrixal hair. 
Robert W. Shaw, '55 
Prudes beware! This story is not for those under sexteen. The author, John Brims, is 
under observation. He is a junior. He is a member of the board. 
Brother's- by John sinclair Brims, '56 
Pink 
Present 
TILLY was a bright-eyed six. Her brother, a slow-witted four. Tilly, whose mouth ever held a grin of curi-
osity, was in the encyclopedic stage. She 
wanted to know the forces that moved stars, 
and mother, always busy in the kitchen, could 
never explain what Tilly knew had an an ex-
planation. Brother was worse. He would 
take off his shoes and socks and play with his 
toes when the questions got too stiff, or worse, 
wander off to another room to break and scat-
ter toys about the floor. Tilly sensed that 
father must know the answers, but was, for 
some reason of punishing her, not going to 
divulge any secrets until Tilly had assumed a 
righteousness which to Tilly would have been 
unbearable. And besides, father was a tran-
sient, available only in the early morning and 
for a brief hour at night. On weekends, father 
feverishly learned for himself, as he tucked 
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himself in with sheets of newsprint. Tilly, 
who knew only one use for paper, was spoken 
to in a loud voice whenever she did set fire to 
the papers and watch all the living room 
crackle and spark. She wanted only to know 
everything, and would have even learned to 
read, if anyone had told her how. 
This was brother's birthday, and the rain had 
been falling in loud splashing drops on the 
windows and roof of the house even before 
Tilly was out of bed. Tilly always rose with 
the sun, which burst through a lattice-work of 
branches into her room and settled in diamonds 
on the wall above her brother's bed. Brother 
never noticed them, but Tilly, puffed by the 
possession of something free but unclaimed, 
traced the designs with her fingers and in her 
mind, so that she could close her eyes and see 
them like golden snowflakes. This morning 
there was no sun, and Tilly had no diamonds. 
The room was a gray sounding board for the 
raindrops. Through the filmy lace curtains the 
blurred branches of the forsythia melted and 
ran like water over their pale yellow blooms. 
The distant images of a garden shimmered 
like a reflection in a lake. Even the lamp-
shades became liquid, as the light filtered 
through the dissolving windows and the 
shadows streamed down the lamps and slipped 
softly into pools of darkness on the tables. 
Tilly tugged at her sheets and pulled her legs 
up to her belly, shutting out the weather and 
its portent of a day indoors. The bottom sheet 
was wrinkled, and with a downward movement 
of her feet, Tilly tried to smooth it out. But 
as she crawled into her comfortable ball again, 
her feet wrote the wrinkles right back. The 
effort, repeated, was too much, for Tilly felt 
her body wet with perspiration, and her fore-
head was trickling little beads of sweat. The 
pajamas clung uncomfortably close, and Tilly 
pulled at the top to get some air, but only 
made herself warmer. Each wrinkle too was a 
depository for hot air, so that at last Tilly 
pushed the covers back and lay unencumbered 
in the grayness of the room. 
Tilly was jealous of her brother having a 
birthday. She had one too, of course, but it 
fell in December, between Christmas and New 
Year's, so that she felt any affection she re-
ceived was just that which carried over in the 
general tidings. And here was brother getting 
presents in May, able to look ahead to another 
day of gifts toward the end of the year. Tilly 
felt the awful stupidity of her parents for ar-
ranging things so badly. Over in his corner 
bed, the object of Tilly's jealousy was sound 
asleep, probably dreaming about his advantages 
and attributing them to his better behavior. 
Tilly turned on her side and looked at him, and 
saw something she had never seen before. 
Brother had wet his bed. Brother often wet 
his bed, and usually woke Tilly by calling for 
mommy to come and see what he had done. 
Mommy would pad into the room belting her 
dressing gown, and take brother into the bath-
room, where he was made to sit on the seat and 
wee-wee until dry. Meanwhile mother would 
come back and change the sheets, wipe off the 
rubber sheet, and try not to wake Tilly feigning 
sleep. Then brother, washed and wearing 
clean pajamas, would crawl into the talcumed 
bed and caressed by mother's hands, return to 
his dreams. Tilly, who wasn't a bed-wetter, 
could never understand the mechanism which 
caused her brother such discomfort at night, 
and, apart from genuine curiosity, had come to 
think of her brother as some unusual nuisance 
to be dealt with the way her mother treated her 
father. But this morning brother had wet his 
bed and had not woken to tell anyone, perhaps 
because it was his birthday and he instinctively 
felt the importance of a good beginning. 
What caught Tilly's eye was a fleshy pro-
jection, about the size of her pinky finger, ex-
posed by the break in the front of brother's 
pajamas. In the grayness of the room, the 
small pinkness was almost lost in shadows and 
folds, and it was only because brother had been 
warm and pushed back his bedclothes that the 
strange little thing was seen at all. Tilly, who 
had once before joined with a friend in expos-
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ing her privates, for that is what mother called 
them when she took Tilly to the bathroom, 
and who thought, inspecting her friend's pri-
vates, that everyone was made the same, 
reached her hand under the elastic of her own 
pajama pants to reassure herself that her orig-
inal impression had been right, but, though 
finding her own privates in familiar form, she 
had not explained away her brother's unex-
pected birthday present. 
That it was his day, and that he was to re-
ceive gifts in May and she was not, and now 
this surprising member of his body kept secret 
but for the humid warmth of the room and the 
chance opening of the pajamas, that it should 
be his and not hers, these goads pricked at 
Tilly's mind and provoked questions which had 
lain dormant but for suitable stimulus. The 
confining weather lost its aspect of captivity as 
the renewal of Tilly's desire to know every-
thing turned upon her unwilling brother, and 
the knowledge of the force that moved the 
stars lost its immediacy, but not its inevitability 
of acquisition, as compared to the host of ques-
tions which arose concerning the forces that 
moved her brother. Tilly took another long 
look at her brother's pink present, and as-
sured of its reality and anxious to begin the 
promising day, placed her legs over the side 
of her bed and thumped onto the floor. 
At breakfast the inquisition began. The 
rain had been transformed into thin sheets lick-
ing the panes above the sink, and the red brick 
chimney of the house next door was so obscured 
by the veil of water that for a change it looked 
less the chimney and more like the keep of an 
ancient castle. On the stove the hissing 
of the kettle gave voice to jets and spirals of 
steam as the water bubbled against the sides 
of its chamber. The coffee percolator kept an 
uneasy peace with half-hearted thumps on its 
glass knob, while the rich aroma of coffee took 
its place among the odors of the kitchen, along 
with the bacon, the eggs and the toast. Tilly 
added her own voice to the irritations with her 
persistent questioning, carried on where the 
previous night's had left off. There was noth-
ing amateurish about Tilly's curiosity, either; 
her queries had the effect, with their obsequious 
beginning and gradual intensity, of brain-wash-
ing father, mother and coffee pot, for even in-
animate objects fell under the repeated blows 
of who, what, when, where, why, and how. 
"Why is it raining today, mother?" and 
mother looked out of her porcelain-and-tin-
world for the first time since she'd awakened. 
Mother realized that not only was it raining, 
but that Tilly's question could either be left un-
answered, in which case father, sipping his hot 
coffee, would be asked the same question, and 
might burn his throat, or be answered, which 
would merely heap fuel on a smoldering fire 
that might consume her and the neighborhood 
before noon. Mother chose rather to suggest a 
game that could be played in the living room 
by Tilly and brother until father had been 
crated and shipped off to office, by which time 
routine would inevitably work things into a 
manageable state. But Tilly, priming for the 
big question, would not be led into a peaceful 
pursuit as she had been lured into on other 
days. There was brother sitting with his chin 
on the table, almost begging to be discovered 
for what he was, and what he was was below 
the table, so Tilly thought, and what he was 
was something Tilly had yet to learn. The 
rain, which was part of the universe that was 
usually the subject of her questions, offered an 
excuse to begin the morning in a familiar battle 
plan, and the question was therefore repeated, 
with perhaps a trifle more sweetness than on 
the previous attempt. 
By the time father had been whisked away 
from home and mother had found something 
to occupy brother's hands, Tilly had mother 
cornered and alone and in no fit condition for a 
question on the complexities of brother's make-
up. Not since she had walked into their bed-
room one night and found mother and father 
moving around in bed like the monkeys she'd 
seen 1n the zoo had she been so confident of 
having an unequivocal answer. That time 
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Tilly had learned that on cold nights such as 
that one the best way to keep warm was to have 
two in a bed and to keep in motion. It had 
been a satisfactory answer for Tilly, who went 
back to her own bed and jumped up and down 
with her teddy bear. Now Tilly was waiting 
another such answer, and when she asked 
mother the question, she let her face betray 
that warning of possible childish loss of faith 
in parents, the universe, and in the unified 
field theory of days and birthdays which might 
be caused by any dodging of the issue. 
"Mommy, what has brother got that I 
haven't got?" 
Mother had been expecting this query for 
quite a number of years, and the simple lan-
guage in which it was couched did not hide the 
horrible significance of the occasion. Could 
she perhaps duck the question by mentioning 
the presents brother had received for his birth-
day? Yes, that was the right scheme. And 
yet, if she mentioned birthday presents, she 
lay herself open to the accusations, the whee-
dling that invariably brought for Tilly anything 
with which her brother might have been at an 
advantage over her before, so that brother's 
birthday would again become Tilly's giftday. 
No, no, not brother's presents. Ah, last hope, 
that Tilly's question might not presage, after 
all, the awful thing mother had been these last 
few years expecting. And so, misled and 
weary, mother, closing the door of the kitchen 
and shutting brother out, stooped down beside 
Tilly and in her most ingenuous manner said, 
"What do you mean, Tilly, 'what has brother 
got that I haven't got?' " 
"I mean something down here." Tilly in-
dicated down here by lifting her dress and 
pointing with her fingers. 
The rain increased and the wind intensified 
and big drops smashed thundering against the 
windows. The sky darkened with ominous 
clouds. Mother dropped clumsily to the floor. 
"Many years ago," she said haltingly, her 
eyes averted from Tilly's eyes, "when God 
made you and me and b~other, we all had 
what your brother has down here." She lifted 
Tilly's dress. "But God knew that the thing 
he had given us was not necessary, and so he 
took ours away, and left us as we are." She 
lowered Tilly's dress. "But brottJer was some-
where else, playing with toys, when God took 
our little things away from us, and so brother 
still has what you and I got rid of." 
Tilly looked.at her despondently. 
"Can I get mine back?" she asked. 
"No, Tilly, and you shouldn't ever want to 
have it back, for it is not having it that makes 
you a girl, and having it that makes brother 
a boy." 
Tilly dropped her head and started to cry, 
and mother, glad the moment was over, em-
braced Tilly and started to cry also. For a little 
while it appeared that the two of them could 
go on crying indefinitely, and the rain slackened 
in respect for such worthy competitors. It 
had all been so trying that mother knew her 
housekeeping day was ruined and that she 
would have to go upstairs and rest until she 
could see her way clear of questions again. 
She took a handkerchief from her apron pocket 
and wiped Tilly's eyes and then her own eyes. 
Tilly was already recovering from the shock 
that brother was in some way different from 
her, and was making plans to adjust to life 
according! y. 
When mother retired to her bedroom, Tilly 
went into the living room to play with brother's 
new toys, thinking, however, that she had better 
be careful when playing with toys from now 
on least she be left out as had brother when 
God was making an important decision. Over 
in the corner, underneath a table heaped with 
flower-filled vases, crawled brother on his hands 
and dirty knees, as yet unaware of the emo-
tional crisis in the hearts of his mother and 
Tilly. Tilly watched him play, and began to 
sympathize with his misfortune to be a boy. 
And yet there was that little pink present that 
he had and that she didn't have, and Tilly felt 
almost like crying again. She didn't cry be-
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cause she wouldn't give brother the satisfaction 
of seeing how she felt. But then Tilly con-
ceived an idea, and, smiling happily, she went 
and took brother by the hand and led him into 
the kitchen, and closed the door. 
Five minutes later, mother, lying in bed, 
opened her eyes to Tilly running into the bed-
room, and seeing her holding brother's present 
in her tiny crimsoned hand, heard her cry tri-
umphantly, "Now brother's a girl too." 
A Compendium 
by Thomas M. Lawrence, '56 
I 
They have planted flowers, 
where flowers never grow. 
(A flaw of arrogance, 
A self slaughter of the prophet.) 
They have exiled lovers, 
where lovers never go. 
(A fission of words, 
Unmovable, entwined, radiating an extinction.) 
They have a soothing charm, 
final, 
tragic, 
they are the 
people. 
II 
Crushing cigarettes in red plush parlors, on 
Dry, tar smelling streets, under 
marquees, and 
In the wobbling trays, 
(those the roll of the train 
creates) 
In rooms all educated with chalk and board, by 
Freezing streams, 
Down East, Mid West 
Here and there 
The Earth inhales its life, 
then crushes, 
crushes out, 
out the fire. 
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III 
He walked about among the lame, 
Eight feet high, 
strong and full 
of life. 
The sky, slit open from a storm, 
looked down and 
began to weep. 
The tides held back, 
breathless. 
The bonfires for a moment, 
sat still and rested. 
He talked to the deft, 
Eight feet high, 
strong and full 
of life. 
The lovers paused in kiss, 
The priests laid down their beads, 
All were feeding from his naked body, 
shamefully. 
The dawn turned to night, but 
He did not mind, 
they did not notice. 
He has tasted rust and fire before, 
Now it was the people's turn. 
The shoulder's of the people, 
now bent down. 
The feet of the people, 
now hurt and heavy. 
The brow of the people, 
now pricked by thorns. 
The people, 
all bloody, screaming murder. 
They fall on their hands and knees, 
on bellies and 
breasts. 
They beat madly about the air, 
They open their bodies, and 
IV 
agonized. 
out comes the child, 
Eight feet high, 
strong and full 
of life. 
And the whistling wind so careless with its strength, 
In random scraps, eases through, 
the window; 
In odd moments, in bits, 
catches me unaware. 
The still waters are made nervous, 
The wandering clouds, rushed and hustled, 
in their wanderings. 
The plants are bent, the trees bow. 
Then the wind moves on, 
leaving from the motions, 
stillness. 
But the wind will return, 
it always does. 
When you don't want it, 
it comes. 
When you don't expect it, 
it's there. 
Yes it is lithe and robust, 
Shaking the dust, and the 
If the wind had color, 
grain. 
we would know it better. 
If the wind felt pain, 
we would bargain with it. 
If the wind was man, 
we would let it s~ffer . 
v 
The heritage of man has a smell, 
sightless and deft. 
It irritates the skin, 
makes it wrinkled and old .. 
Sometimes the heritage is very painful, 
It is not possible to forget it, 
always hidden, 
always there. 
Nor to underestimate the toughness of its soul. 
Many try pills to purify it, 
others to escape it. 
You'd rather live without 
it, than with it, for 
Our heritage is a mixed heritage. 
It is ingrown with the black, 
with the yellow, 
it hurts. 
spanning the nation 
with a link of rail. 
Like a link of rail. 
It is a climax of horsethieves and, 
carpetbaggers. 
of queers and, 
dope addicts. 
It is ordinary and plan, 
stupid and uninspired. 
The Americans are a proud race, 
without their heri-
tage. 
I T is perplexing to see the daily issuance of State Department publications by U. S. in-formation bureaus throughout the world 
supporting freedom and equality for all, re-
gardless of belief, while we must watch the 
pursuit of a policy of non-recognition towards a 
nation because its form of government and 
political philosophies differ from those of the 
United States. 
What I am referring to is our country's re-
fusal to recognize The People's Republic of 
Red China. Why should anyone want to rec-
ognize a nation like Red China? The Red 
Chinese are closely associated with Soviet Rus-
sia and Communism, both of which are bent on 
world conquest. Red China has abused the 
United States diplomatically on more than one 
occasion, and her armies have inflicted heavy 
losses on our troops in Korea. Many other 
political and military instances may be cited 
to advance the argument for non-recognition. 
But, despite all this seemingly convincing evi-
dence, I advocate recognition of Red China be-
cause I feel it is the moral obligation of the 
United States to do so; because recognition 
could lay open political opportunities most 
beneficial to the U. S.; and finally because it 
RECOC 
would strengthen the unity of the United Na-
tions and our position in it. 
Not so long ago Thirteen Colonies declared 
themselves independent of the Crown of Eng-
land. One of the many tenets upon which this 
new nation was based was that of allowing 
others the freedom to believe what they wanted 
to believe, and respecting them for such be-
liefs. We Americans, throughout our history, 
have taken pride in preserving this very prin-
ciple of allowing every man, regardless of con-
ditions, freedom of thought. Why is it, then, 
that we refuse to recognize Red China because 
its government is based upon beliefs and phil-
osophies contrary to those of our own democ-
racy? If we are to be true to the spirit of 
democracy ought we not recognize The People's 
Republic of Red China, whether friend or foe? 
To return again to the early days of our 
nation, let it be recalled that when England 
was finally defeated by the forces of Gen-
eral George Washington, and independence 
secured for the colonies, diplomatic recognition 
was forthcoming to the Thirteen Colonies de-
spite George III's and Parliament's complete 
disapproval of the Colonies' actions and form 
of government. It is paradoxical that a coun-
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try that gained diplomatic recognition in spite 
of the disapproval of its type of government 
over 150 years ago will not grant diplomatic 
recognition to a nation which is in somewhat 
the same position today. 
We in America must recognize that diplo-
matic courtesies do not imply approval of the 
way a land is ruled. The contrary however 
seems to be the prevailing opinion in the State 
Department. Let us rid ourselves of such as-
sumptions, for they show a shallowness in our 
foreign policy thinking that will only lead to 
further loss of American prestige abroad. 
You may ask, how will United States' recog-
nition of Red China be beneficial to our nation ? 
A look at U. S. progress with Red China since 
1949 when the Reds defeated the corruption-
ridden army of Chiang Kai-shek shows that our 
past policy has been for naught. What if we 
were to try another method of diplomacy to-
wards this political entity of 500 million peo-
ple? Any benefits gained, no matter how small, 
would be progress over our past record. 
Non-recognition did not deter the Chinese 
Reds from becoming implicated in Korea, Indo-
China, and now Formosa. Therefore what 
purpose has non-recognition served? One thing 
by William T. 0 'Hara, '55 
is plain, it has not served our purpose of main-
taining a complete world peace. 
If we were to recognize The People's Re-
public of Red China, we would immediately 
open for ourselves a number of political op-
portunities that might greatly enhance our 
position in world affairs and possibly benefit us 
in the struggle against Communism. Among 
such opportunities would be the advantage of 
our government to deal with a tangible politi-
cal entity. This would open doors to diplo-
matic conferences aimed at straightening out 
the problems and misunderstandings between 
the two countries. What is gained when two 
people disagree and refuse to talk the matter 
over by ignoring each other? 
Today, Red China is closely linked with the 
government of Soviet Russia. This close affili-
ation with the U.S.S.R., I think, is brought 
about in part by the position that the Mao 
government holds in the family of nations. 
Red China is a new nation and very much 
alone because of the West's refusal, led by the 
United States, to deal with her as a legitimate 
nation. This has resulted in The People's Re-
public of Red China clinging more closely to 
her supposed friend, Soviet Russia. If the 
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United States were to recognize the govern-
ment of Mao Tse-tung, the action would im-
mediately make it possible for ReeL China to 
assume closer relationship with the West. An-
other possibility involved in such a diplomatic 
move would be that, if friction should arise 
between Red China and Moscow in the future, 
the former could turn to the West much as 
Marshal Tito of Yugoslavia did in 1948. The 
latter possibility is a small one but must be 
taken into consideration in practical diplomacy. 
In the United Nations there is a growing 
resentment towards our policy which excludes 
Red China. Each year it becomes harder to 
keep The People's Republic of Red China out 
of the U.N. Looking at the situation logically, 
any American can easily see and must admit, 
that in barring Red China from the United Na-
tions we are depriving 500 million people of 
representation in that body. Is this the Ameri-
can way of democracy which grants representa-
tion to all? 
Speculation is high in U.N. circles that Red 
China will be accepted by that body no later 
than 1956. Last February, Thomas Hamilton, 
Chief of the New York Times' United Nations 
bureaus, predicted that Communist China 
would be seated in the United Nations within 
a year "if they played their cards as well as 
they have in the last twelve months." If Mr. 
Hamilton's prediction were to come true, it 
would place our nation in a very awkward 
situation, because it would be the first time a 
country was admitted to the United Nations 
without our diplomatic recognition. Our pres-
tige in the world would drop even lower if this 
were to occur. Such embarrassment could be 
avoided by the simple recognition of the 
Chinese Reds. 
Many will argue that recognition will desert 
the Chiang government on the island of For-
mosa. This need not be so. The solution to 
this dilemma lies in recognition of Red China 
as well as the government on Formosa. This 
would be similar to the position of India with 
respect to Pakistan in the United Nations. The 
India - Pakistan relationship has worked out 
well, and there is no reason why such a rela-
tionship between the governments of Mao and 
Chiang could not function equally as well. 
Our policy of non-recognition of Red China 
has divided the West. It has alienated the free 
world, and it has reduced the usefulness of the 
United Nations. In the name of world peace, 
which can only be had through Western soli-
darity and United Nation's effectiveness, we 
should and must recognize The People's Re-
public of Red China. 
Two Songs 
I 
Can fires of the day 
So burn the mind away 
That in the smoke-thick night 
Obscure is the moon's light? 
When that corrosive sun 
In acid streams has run, 
What etchings are left strewn 
Beneath silvering moon? 
II 
In a midnight mortar bowl 
The body and the soul 
Are fused with deadly art, 
Such pestles has the heart. 
Then let blunt sunlight beat 
On skins that litter the street: 
The moonlit, scavenging mind 
Tipsies on pounded rind. 
R. T . Moore 

Rest 'Til the Trump-et 
An easy prose style recommends this tale of an American in France, the last contribution 
to our pages by senior and board member James P. Foley. 
by /ames P. Foley, '55 
THE Renault finally broke down about ten miles from Tours, spewing dirty oil all over the pave. Neither my tenta-
tive pokings at the motor with a small screw-
driver, nor my almost as effective cursing of 
the Renault works and all its products had any 
effect on the smoking, luggage-laden beast, and 
there was nothing for me to do except to start 
hiking. I figured from the roadmap that I 
was at least five kilometers from the nearest 
garage at the crossroads of Chateau Exupery, 
and with semi-confident step I started to climb 
the first of the hills that lay between me and 
my destination. 
There was little traffic along the road at that 
time in the afternoon, and what there was had 
no inclination to pick me up. Once I had to 
scurry madly for a ditch as a heavy Tours-
bound market truck thundered down the 
middle of the road at a speed well over the 
lenient French limit. Three motorcycles zoomed 
past with a great gunning of motors and hoot-
ing of horns. A single overloaded Citroen 
packed to the point of spontaneous explosion 
lurched down the road, driven by a rather har-
ased looking man, oozing children, packages, 
and suitcases from every window. Otherwise 
the road was as bare and as hot as the top of 
a stove. 
Getting to the crest of the first hill was not 
too tiring. The second hill, however, pre-
sented more difficulty, and by the time that I 
had panted my way to the top of the third I 
found myself wasting what remained of my 
breath in cursing the country, the heat, the Re-
naut, and la belle France in general. The pros-
pect from the top of the third hill was at first 
glance no more optimistic than the others . . . 
the same rolling hills, covered with firs, over 
which the road crawled in the shimmering heat. 
The thin cloud of dust raised by the Citroen 
still hung to the side of the road; the series of 
roadmarkers that lined the highway were no 
different from those I had seen before. But at 
the bottom of the hill, half-hidden among the 
firs, was the faded white of a small house. 
From the top of the rise it was hard to see 
anything more than the outline, but that was 
enough for me. Perhaps it was a garage and 
perhaps it wasn't, but it was an outpost of 
civilization, possessing at best a telephone, and 
at the very least a drink of water. I broke into 
a stumbling trot, thinking to myself that if it 
turned out to be a mirage it would have to be 
plenty fast on its feet to get away from me. 
But as I approached, the forlorn chance of 
its being a mirage dwindled away. True, it 
did not seem to be a garage; there was no cheer-
ful green and white sign in front of the house 
to mark the presence of a gasoline pump. It 
seemed rather to be a farm, for toward the side 
of the house was a large fenced field, covering 
about two acres hewn from the firs. But the 
huddle of outbuildings native to the French 
farm was not present, and neither was there any 
sign of the inevitable goats or cows. 
Then I saw the two signs, one underneath 
the other, both as faded and forlorn as the 
fence and the house. The black lettering had 
been bleached gray by the wind and rain; at 
first I was able to pick out only the capital let-
ters in the larger sign: "G .... M .... C. ... 7 .. .. Gr .... 
Regi .. Detc .. " I came nearer, to within ten 
paces of the signs . .. it was only when I moved 
up almost on top of them that I was able to 
spell out laboriously .. . "German Military 
Cemetery No. 17;" then below, in a slightly 
smaller print ... "Graves Registration Detach-
ment 2769, QMC, USA." Atop the inscription 
still flew the old flaming sword insignia of the 
European Command, faded but still noble, a 
tattered remembrance of the American G.I.'s 
who returned to civilian life for the past ten 
years, having left this as an incongruous monu-
ment. Below, as if an afterthought, was a 
smaller sign, handpainted in French: "Cime-
tiere, Militaire Allemand." 
I looked up closely at the fenced-off enclo-
sure behind the signs, at the rear of the little 
house. Through the bedraggled white palings I 
saw not wheat, grain, or garden vegetables, but 
orderly rows of crosses, leaning and weed-
choked in the afternoon sun. Several were sur-
mounted by rusty Wehrmacht helmets, a few 
wore faded wreaths or offerings of flowers. 
Most of the graves had been untended since the 
crosses had been put up, and there had been no 
effort made to prop erect the markers that 
leaned toward the earth, or even to re-erect 
those that had fallen altogether. The place 
breathed the burial ground of an ideal, as well 
as those who had died for it, presided over by 
a neglect even more depressing than hate or 
fear. 
But at least, I reflected, it was civilization. 
The worn path from the faded gate, and the 
bell pull at the door attested to that. I passed 
through the gate and rang the bell. Its tinkle 
pierced loud and clear through the hot after-
noon, and soon footsteps, slow and halting, 
shuffled from the back of the house and 
paused on the other side of the door. I found 
myself backing a step or two toward the cobble 
path when the door swung wide and a man 
stepped into the sunlight, blinking at the bright-
ness from the dimness of the house. He faced 
me almost defiantly, his attitude enhanced by 
the aggressive jut of a battered blue beret. 
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"Que voulez-vous ?" he asked slowly, staring up 
from beneath the shelter of the beret. 
"Je suis Americain," I tried uncertainly. 
"Mon auto ... " here a halt ... what the hell's 
the word for broken down. Up until that time 
broken down had not occurred to me as a word 
that the occasional traveller would have much 
use for. Now, however, I regarded its omis-
sion from the phrase book as almost criminal. 
Trying another tack, I desperately concentrated 
on how one could best convey the idea of mys-
teriously ailing Renault sitting on tbe side of 
the road, in sign language. 
But that was a problem that I did not have 
to face. At the mention of the word Ameri-
cain, the face with the beret lit up with an un-
believing smile. The frown that he had worn 
a minute before faded into a large gold-toothed 
grin. "Americain! Hey, God dam! I know 
Americain from the war, boy. Beaucoup 
Americain I knew when they come through here 
in '45. I was traducteur, interpreter you say, 
for vous soldats . .. avec le Maquis. But why 
are you here . . . here we do not get many 
Americains now. Les Boches, yes. Ameri-
cains, no. You were not here with your army 
before?" 
He stopped, and I was able to make clear to 
him that this was the first time I had ever been 
in the neighborhood of Chauteau Exupery. He 
smiled happily, as if glad to know that he had 
not forgotten the face of a long-lost friend. 
His name he informed me was Jean Jacques 
Vallarme ... Jean to his intimates, among 
whom be obviously counted me within a few 
minutes of our meeting. I explained the de-
fection of the faithless Renault; surprisingly 
enough, it was not as hard as I had expected. 
Jean disappeared into the unknown rear of the 
house, and I heard the jangle of an old crank 
phone as he called the garage man at Chateau 
Exupery. That worthy, he explained when he 
returned, was out on business, but his wife said 
that he was expected back within the hour. 
After that, she had said, her husband would be 
more than glad to accommodate any friend of 
M. Vallarme. So it was all settled, Jean ex-
plained gaily. And now, if I would be so kind 
as to make myself comfortable until his friend 
Lavergne arrived, he would see what he could 
find for refreshment. 
He led me into the cool front room and all 
but forced me into a large, hair-stuffed rocker, 
then bustled off into the kitchen, trailing a 
stream of mixed French and English as he dis-
appeared. I sighed contentedly and looked 
about me. There was a plaster cross on the 
wall, and a table full of pictures below it. One 
in particular that I noticed was of a younger, 
still smiling Jean seated triumphantly on the 
hood of a Jeep, .flanked by two American ser-
geants. The picture was well-framed and oc-
cupied a place of honor on the table. Under 
the figures of the two sergeants were their sig-
natures, written in sloped and sprawling hands. 
There was another object on the table that 
piqued my curiosity, half-shielded as it by the 
array of pictures. It looks like a chart, I 
thought, and rose half-heartedly from my chair 
to investigate. A close examination showed a 
rough piece of paper, embossed with the seal 
of the Republic, and divided into neatly marked 
rows, which in turn were divided into their 
own little compartments. Each had a name be-
side it, and the whole effect was rather like 
that of a crossword puzzle and equally as mys-
terious. 
"And you know what that is," asked my host 
as he saw me standing awkwardly, chart in 
hand, _in · front of the picture-littered table. 
"That is the plan of my garden, my garden that 
the government has given me to tend now." He 
raised his hand to the window and described a 
sweeping half-circle that took in the rows of 
leaning crosses within the fence. "My garden! 
Like so many cabbages . . . but worth less than 
cabbages! Les sales Boches! I, a Frenchman, 
was in the Maquis, fight for France . .. tend my 
garden here." He pointed to his right leg, 
spitting out the last words, limping furiously in 
a tight circle. "For this . . . a gift of Les 
Boches. The government gives me this. For 
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me it is a disgrace, a shame. But it is work for 
me to do. Enjoy it, feel proud of it . .. " He 
stopped suddenly, overcome by his feelings. 
In the unexpected silence the tinkle of the 
bell sounded even louder to my ears than it had 
before. Jean, half-awakened from the reverie 
that his tirade had produced, turned to me. 
"Perhaps it is the good Lavergne already," he 
observed with a little of his accustomed gaiety, 
and limped to the door. Dancing dust-specks 
whirled softly in the light as he pulled it open. 
The woman stood there on the cobbled path, 
hesitantly, as if ready to flee towards the bus 
still stopped at the gate. She looked at the 
two of us, aggressive and half-hidden in the 
doorway, and then back to the bus again. As 
if sensing her mood and scorning her indecision, 
the bus labored ponderously forward, the sound 
of tortured gears fading into the distance. Now 
alone, she stood there uncertainly, eyeing ner-
vously our expressionless faces . She was larger 
than most Frenchwomen, generations of peas-
ant stock stamped indelibly on her. Beneath 
the too-short skirt were her stocky legs, the thin 
blue veins tormenting and encircling them, and 
her slightly tarnished yellow hair was piled in 
great braids atop a childishly puckered face 
incongruous with her physical sturdiness. Fi-
nally, her lips began to quiver and she said 
softly : "Bitte, meine Knabe. Ist er hier ?" 
"Oh Christ," I thought to myself, remember-
ing Jean's embittered spiel from a moment ago. 
I glanced quickly at him in time to see him 
stiffen, almost at attention, his game leg thrust 
a bit to one side. 
The woman spoke again, glancing entreat-
ingly at me. "Bitte, sagten mir in Paris. Sie 
sagten mir hier kommen. Haben sie meine 
Knabe?" 
Jean remained as stoical as ever and, unable 
to stand it any longer, I said to her, "Step in-
side." When she heard my English and my 
somewhat curt invitation, she turned her entire 
attention to me. Beginning to sob she said, 
"My son . . . Konrad . . . they told me in Paris 
he would be here. Bitte, bitte, zeigen Sie ihn 
mir . .. SHOW HIM TO ME!" 
Then Jean spoke his first words since the 
woman had rung the bell. "What is his 
name, Fraulein?" 
"Konrad, Konrad Werfel. Please, where is 
he?" 
"He is not here, old woman." 
She turned to me, sobbing in an unintelligible 
jargon of German and English. "But they told 
me ... please, they told me to come here." 
"Look," I said, 'Tm sorry, Fraulein, but I 
can't help you. The man says your son is not 
here. I don't work here. I don't know." For 
some reason, I guess because all I wanted to 
do was get the hell out of there, I almost went 
on to tell her about my auto troubles. I 
wanted to explain that I had nothing to do with 
it, that I felt sorry for her, but couldn't help 
her. 
She turned slowly, weeping, then suddenly 
took a hand from her large basket, holding out 
a soft bunch of pastel meadow blossoms. 
"Bitte . .. I just wanted to give these to my 
Konrad." 
Jean's face twitched, his eyes cast at the 
woman's feet for a moment. But then he was 
straight again, reaching for the flowers. 
"Give them to me." She placed the gentle 
blossoms in the gnarl-veined hand of the 
Frenchman, and for a moment I thought that 
Jean had pressed her own stocky fingers . Then 
he turned, limping to the house, and drawing 
me with him. "Now go . .. please woman. 
Your son .. . he is not here." Jean wheeled 
again, trembling, shouting . . . "Go, you BO-
CHES!" 
She turned, groping blindly down the 
cobbled path. I waited until she had disap-
peared down the road, then I left also, afraid 
to look a second time at Jean's puzzle. 
This guest contributor describes student life at Trinity College as recorded in the diary 
of Edward Miner Gallaudet a century ago. Mrs. Boatner received M.A. degrees at Gallaudet 
College and Yale, and earned her Ph.D. at Yale in 1952. At present, she is editing the Gallaudet 
diaries contained in the Trinity Library. 
From a Trinity Diary 
by Maxine Tull Boatner 
THE first time Edward Miner Gallaudet ever went to Trinity College he was five years old. Not that young men were 
more precocious back in 1842, but Edward's 
oldest brother, Thomas, 1 was graduating that 
year, and who would ever forget such a treat 
as being allowed to hold a big brother's hand 
as he walked in a Commencement Procession? 
1 Thomas Gallaudet, who became an Episcopal minister, 
and founded St. Ann's Church for the Deaf in New York 
City in 1853, attended Trinity when it was still known as 
Washington College. 
Thirty-five years later the memory was still 
young when Edward recalled this first visit 
while making an entry in his Diary on June 28, 
1877, after walking again with Thomas in a 
Trinity Procession following an Oration 
Thomas gave on that date. 
Edward, who was born on February 5, 1837, 
on Chapel Street in Hartford, was the son of 
the Rev. Thomas Hopkins Gallaudet, later to 
become famous for founding the first school 
FROM A TRINITY DIARY 23 
for the deaf in America. 2 In 183 7 Gallaudet 
had been retired from the Principalship of the 
American School only six years. He now wrote 
children's books, attended to his Home School, 
to which Edward would eventually go, and 
served as Chaplain at the Retreat. 3 
When Edward was four, his family had 
moved to Prospect Street to live in the old 
Leffingwell house. However, this house was 
sold in 1849 and the family decided to buy, 
luckily finding a house near the Retreat, on 
Buckingham Street, next door to their friend, 
Seth Terry. Mr. Terry, long a Board member 
of the American School, and knowing the lim-
ited funds of a man who had reared eight chil-
dren on a teacher's salary, proposed to the 
Board that they appropriate $2,000 toward a 
home for Gallaudet in memory of his faithful 
servtce. Added to this sum a purse of $500 
was given by friends, whose number included 
David Watkinson. 
By April of 1850 the Gallaudets were nicely 
settled. Edward was now thirteen, and about 
ready to graduate from the Hartford Public 
High School. A classmate, young John Pier-
pont Morgan, was destined to become the donor 
of the Professorship of Natural History at Trin-
ity College. In 1852, when Edward began his 
first Diary, which he called Occasionals, he 
wrote: "Those were happy days we used to 
spend at the old High School-we were a 
merry set of school boys." This-from an 
oldster of fifteen! 
Edward loved horseback riding, and the 
great outdoors. In 1854 he jotted down: "I 
only need to take a stroll outside the hot walls 
of the city into the free open country to bring 
me to a realizing sense how lovely and charm-
ing the world really is." Being a handsome 
lad, and showing early inclinations for "world-
liness," as he termed it, he naturally sought 
feminine companionship. In April of 1856 he 
2 The American School, at Hartford, for the Deaf was 
founded in 1817 by Thomas Hopkins Galludet after an 
extended stay in Europe visiting such schools in England, 
Scotland and France. 
3 The Hartford Retreat, now called the Institute of Liv-
ing, was founded in 1822. 
noted: "Today I have had a remarkably pleas-
ant ride into the country with Miss Bacon. 
Everything appeared so elastic and buoyant, 
the air was so sweet and bracing, the scenery 
so picturesque that I returned home cheered 
and rendered lighthearted." 
In the summer of 1851 Thomas Hopkins 
Gallaudet had a fatal illness. Losing his father 
was a terrible blow. Edward, at fourteen, had 
to face alone his problems of money, further 
schooling, and the even harder one of growing 
up. The deaf mother4 would be his care more 
than he would be hers. Edward had to grow 
up overnight. 
Once he had boasted at twelve, when his 
father suggested that he become a teacher, that 
he wanted only to "make a lot of money" rather 
than go to college. But the loss of his father 
threw Edward into the business world imme-
diately. By 1854 he began seeking a mental 
pabulum of a higher order than clerking in a 
bank, and instinctively turned toward the aca-
demic life, leaving his job with the Phoenix 
Bank. 
Edward reveals through his Diary his won-
der that he ever thought he could be happy in a 
life which might deprive him of his early pur-
suits: reading, listening to good music, 5 and 
turning his own mind toward a creative end. 
He saved enough money to finance two years 
of study at Trinity College, where he entered 
as a Junior in 1854. Such a student was called 
a "University Student," meaning that he could 
omit certain studies prescribed for a degree, al-
though a B.S. was given for two and a half 
years' attendance. 
Students not proposing to attend the whole 
course could recite with the regular classes, "in 
such studies as, upon examination, they should 
be found qualified to pursue." They could 
enjoy all the privileges of regular students, and 
4 Sophia (Fowler) Gallaudet, one of two deaf sisters 
to become pupils in the American School, was married to 
her teacher, Thomas Hopkins Gallaudet, in 1821 when she 
was twenty-three and he thirty-four. The early pupils were 
of a higher age bracket by necessity. 
5 One of the last trips Edward made with his father was 
to New York City to hear Jenny Lind sing. 
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be entitled to a certificate from the President, 
stating the time they were members of the col-
lege, and the studies pursued during that time. 
Students had to furnish their own beds, bed-
ding, furniture, firewood, candles, stationery, 
and washing. They could board in private 
families for $2.00 per week, or at the Frank-
lin Club at $1.25 to $1.50 per week. Tuition 
was about $13 per term, and room rent $4.50 
per term. The use of the Library, for sweep-
ing the rooms, ringing the bell, fuel for recita-
tion rooms, and printing amounted to $4.00 per 
term-all payable in advance. Admittance on 
advanced standing cost an extra $10, for each 
year of such advancement. 
Under Public Worship came prayers every 
morning and evening in Chapel-required. 
Also, students were required to attend a public 
worship on Sunday, either in Chapel or a place 
designated by parents or guardian. 
There were no Commons, for students 
should board in private families in the neigh-
borhood of the college. To prevent extrava-
gant or improper expenditures, it was recom-
mended that all funds be placed in the hands 
of the Bursar who would superintend the 
students' expense "with a parental discretion." 
Edward lived in 41 Jarvis Hall. He made 
use of the Library of 6,000 volumes, and the 
additional 6,000 which were owned by the Lit-
erary Society. The Cabinet contained minerals, 
geological specimens and fihe shells. There 
were 30 endowed scholarships which yielded 
from $30 to $100 per year, and the Church 
Scholarship Society yielded $100 per year for 
three years of the college course. Duncan L. 
Stewart, who was the dispenser of parental dis-
cretion in his office of Bursar, also taught 
Greek, Latin, and Literature. 
When Edward entered Trinity Daniel Raynes 
Goodwin was it~ fifth President, and he was 
also Hobart Professor . of Modern Languages 
and Literature. 6 Thomas Ruggles Pynchon 7 
6Daniel Raynes Goodwin (1811-1890) served as Trin-
ity's President from 1853 to 1860, when he became Presi-
dent of the University of Pennsylvania. 
7Thomas Ruggles Pynchon (1823-1904) became Presi-
dent of Trinity in 1874. Edward was to continue his 
taught Chemistry and Natural Science. Ed-
ward's brother Thomas was by now an officer 
of the House of Convocation. 
During the fall of 1854 there was a lecture 
delivered on "Purity a Source of Strength." 
This, and lectures of similar tone, were the 
foundation upon which Edward was to build 
many a Chapel lecture himself in the years to 
come. 
Such lectures would also cause conflicts in 
his conscience. There would be numberless 
times when he would be stirred by Worldliness 
vs. Holiness." His split world even made him 
fear that joining the Undine Boat Club might 
probably be his road to ruin. So embedded 
were these early teachings that identical con-
flicts arose in 1908 when, as a man of seventy-
one, after watching Isadora Duncan dance to 
Damrosch' s Orchestra, he went home and 
wrote in his Diary: "Miss Duncan was bare-
footed and barelegged up to her thighs. 'To 
the pure all things are pure' was in my mind 
a good deal." 
College life offered Edward this challenge, 
and he had to sink or swim according to his 
own lights. A Programme of the Juniors Ex-
hibited in 1854 might have been worded by a 
1955 Junior: "Doors open at 9 o'clock p.m., 
Sheet rises at 1-2 p.m.," and the song titles 
would lend themselves quite readily to Hi-Fi 
melodies. Towards the Programme's end were 
such trailers : "No kissing to be carried on in 
the Galleries," with the P.S., "Students will 
please remember that the Jug is near the Melo-
deon." 
Edward's values, like a kaleidoscope, had to 
be shifted a few times before the scattered 
fragments fell into place. Breathing a prayer 
into his Diary in April of f856, he implored the 
Deity: "Enable me to pass through these col-
lege scenes that have so tried my christian faith 
and fixedness of purpose .. .. " Membership 
in Psi Upsilon Fraternity, and the Parthenon 
friendship with both of these men. And having studied 
under such men he carried over their procedures when he 
himself became a college president. Edward appointed him-
self Professor of Political and Moral Science, teaching the 
full time he was in Washington, a term of fifty-four years. 
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(Literary) Society 8 embellished these scenes. 
It is not amazing that in so short a time as 
Edward spent at Trinity the influence of books 
and ideas could gain such strong control. He 
was eager and thirsty for knowledge and his 
mind enveloped every experience. While 
working as a clerk Edward had been aware of 
this lack of the liberal arts influence, and to be 
again among books was like receiving manna 
after a famine. During Edward's year as a 
"Senior Sophister" he attended a Parthenon 
program which made him rush to his Diary and 
exclaim: "To travel, to write, to so speak as 
to electrify an audience!" He was consumed 
with the desire to accomplish. 
And then his college days came to a close, 
and he was not given his certificate as he had 
been promised. This was a severe punishment. 
Irregularity in his program, caused by holding 
down a part-time teaching job at the American 
School, was the reason given. "The world, the 
world, the world-is alluring, seducing, entic-
ing and pleasant to one so young, cheerful, and 
full of vigor as myself and I find temptations 
thick about me." 
Music, art, literature-and above all travel. 
How would he ever go to the far places, preach 
the great sermon, write the epic poem ? Prep-
aration for the ministry would take money. 
Perhaps he could sell his play he had labored 
over, Maniac's Revenge, a symbolic, psychologi-
cal drama laid in the South, and be on to a 
Mexican theme. "There is something glori-
ously sad in their history, the Mexicans," he 
confided to his Diary. The Hartford newspa-
pers were already publishing his contributions 
under the name of "E. D . Vere." 
Following graduation Edward taught full 
time at the American School, thinking the 
while that his college education .was meagre 
and that he should not stint himself further or 
he should be never anything but a half educated 
man. His friend and fellow teacher, Jared 
Ayres, often discussed with him the need of a 
8 Founded at Trinity in 1827, continuing until 1870. 
An Alumni group organized in 1831. 
higher education for the deaf. Nowhere, in 
the whole wide world, was there a college for 
this class-not even a high school. Edward 
had heard his father speak of this. In the back 
of his mind a plan was evolving, but who 
would finance his scheme? 
Several offers came to Edward, one asking 
him to found a school for the deaf in Canton, 
China. Again there was no financial back-
ing, b'ut the thought of travel rekindled his 
imagination. He was primed for the letter 
from Amos Kendall, 9 which proposed that he 
come to Washington and become Superintend-
ent of an Insbtution recently organized for the 
deaf in that city. Immediately Edward seized 
upon the plan of the United States Government 
becoming its benefactor. He and Jared Ayres, 
in modern vernacular, said, "This is it." 
With the acceptance of this offer Edward's 
youthful enthusiasm was anchored. He would 
travel, he would preach in his own Chapel, and 
finally his oratory would win him fame as one 
of the early educational administrators when, 
before seasoned Congressmen and Senators, he 
would plead his cause in gaining appropriations 
for the little school which was destined to de-
velop within its walls a collegiate department. 
In seven years' time Abraham Lincoln's signa-
ture would be written on an Act of Congress 
entitling the Columbia Institution to confer 
degrees, and by 1869 the first deaf students to 
ever be granted college degrees would receive 
them in Edward's Chapel. The President of 
the United States would be Edward Miner Gal-
laudet' s only superior officer. 
When Edward wrote his adieu to college life 
on June 28, 1856, he exclaimed: "College life 
for me is over! . . . Sad on some accounts and 
happy on others are my feelings . .. The temp-
tations have been many and great and I have 
often yielded. I hope I have gained some 
9 Amos Kendall (1789-1869), journalist, and former 
Postmaster-General became a philanthropist in his later 
years, after becoming a man of means due to ~is cormec-
tion with S. F. B. Morse, acting as the latter s busmess 
manager in establishing the telegraph. Kendall had 
founded the Columbia Institution for the Deaf under Con-
gress early in 1857. 
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good by coming here but I fear I have received 
much evil. My testimony is that a four year 
life in an American college is a terrible ordeal 
which few can safely pass. It is the rock on 
which many a noble man has made shipwreck 
of his soul and his hopes. " 
Three years after writing this Trinity Col-
lege called him back for an honorary Master's 
Degree, and in another ten years conferred 
upon him an honorary LL.D., having him give 
the Convocation. In this same year, 1869, 
George Washington University (then Colum-
bian College) honored him with a Ph.D., and 
in 1895 Yale University awarded him the hon-
orary LL.D., not only for his services to the 
deaf, but also for his manual on International 
Law. 
However, it is safe to surmise that no honor 
received over his lifetime ever meant so much 
to him as the one Trinity gave him in 1885, for 
in that year he was asked to return and accept 
his long awaited B.S. certificate. In all prob-
ability not even his election to Alumni mem-
bership in Beta Chapter of Phi Beta Kappa, in 
1907, meant as much to him. 
He had come a long way since his walk with 
brother Thomas in 1842, up the old Washing-
ton College campus, but each successive return 
caused Edward to hold more firmly to the 
principle that education and development in 
mind and heart were by no means the preroga-
tive of youth. It was to youth, however, that 
he gave his life, as teacher and counselor, and 
in his old age the French Government made 
him a Chevalier of the Legion of Honor for 
the services he had rendered. 1 0 
10 He received this after his retirement, and return to 
Hartford, the honor coming to him in 191 2. He died in 
September of 1917. 
Earth Inheritors 
by Steve Tudor, '55 
And all we movers, every one, 
That strive beneath the sun 
See some into the empty form 
In silence, secret, and alone, 
And seldom is it thoughts are known, 
And seldom is it thoughts are known. 
The labor has its futile side, 
When heart is first, what frames abide ? 
Of human huts it may be said 
Precarious the balance made 
And frequently the foundings slide, 
And frequently foundations slide. 
The fraught hate joyfully 
What fate has let them see: 
How dead the right can be. 
Yet sought, the wisdom steadily 
Depletes the heart of glee, 
Undoes the heart for glee. 
You scan the plans men leave behind 
And dregs explore within your mind, 
Communicating fact you find 
If luck supplies you one in kind. 
Where is the color for the blind, 
And is there color for the blind? 
Yet still a day holds many days 
Reflecting in its panes the ways 
Light turns about for one who knows 
Light as the flash the spectrum has: 
A seeming rainbow to the gaze; 
From ruined edge, or fault, a blaze. 
For each one stumbling on the hill 
Arises from each senseless fall; 
Be moving either death or hell, 
We clutch the affirmation still, 
And why the rot no God will tell, 
And why, not even God will tell. 
Answering a call for some prose from a member of the freshman class, Remington Rose, 
• whose poetry has twice been accepted, has written this short short story. 
The Old Man and the Old Woman 
by Remington Rose, '58 
THE old man slumped in the antiseptic chair. He awoke with a start. Hol-low noise from the tiny television set 
resounded through the light-green solarium 
and dust sparkled in the last rays of sunlight 
that peered in through the tall windows. A 
few magazines were lying listlessly on the end-
table near the light-green couch and one lay 
open on the floor beside his chair where he had 
dropped it when he dozed. He quickly reached 
down, picked it up and smoothed its wrinkled 
pages carefully. The long, narrow room was 
stuffy; he noticed his cigar butts in the light-
green ashstand and a pot of wilting flowers on 
the window-sill. He stretched and slowly rose. 
He was tall and thin, dressed in an old blue 
pin-stripe suit. His features were sharply 
drawn against the fine bones and taut, white 
skin of his face, but they were gentle features. 
He blinked and pushed a strand of iron gray 
hair out of his tired eyes. Slowly, almost pain-
fully, he walked to the light-green end-table 
and placed the magazine upon it. Then he 
buttoned-up his vest and flicked some ashes 
from it to the floor; he ground them into the 
plaited rug with a guilty look. He walked 
more quickly to the television set and snapped 
it off, and then stood staring out of the win-
dow at the bare brick wall of the hospital annex. 
His hands were large and rough, with long 
and active fingers. He angrily rubbed his 
eyes. The bottom part of his tie was twisted 
about on top of the other part as usual, and as 
usual his hands could not fix it. He straight-
ened his jacket and smoothed down his unruly 
hair. His large, old-fashioned watch told him 
he had been there for six hours. He rubbed 
his eyes again and walked out into the light-
green hall. 
The old woman lay in the antiseptic bed. 
She did not awake. She lay peacefully, her 
tiny body almost hidden by the thin, clean 
sheet. She was shrouded by an oxygen tent 
and two glass tubes drained from her nostrils. 
Her thick white hair was cut short, but a few 
disrespectful curls framed her pale, quiet brow. 
Her face was delicate and sweet, and two tiny, 
blue-veined hands were entwined upon her 
breast. 
Vials, needles and small bottles of all sorts 
cluttered the top of the light-green dresser and 
the heavy scent of flowers drifted in from the 
hall. The line on the chart at the bottom of 
the bed pointed downward. 
The old man sat down. He longed to touch 
the fragile hands encaged by the plastic screen; 
to lightly kiss the thin pale lips; to see recogni-
tion in those closed eyes. His own hands 
gripped at the arms of the light-green chair. 
He sat that way for about ten minutes. Sud-
denly, he sensed that something was different 
about her little, helpless figure. The slow, 
steady movement of the shrunken body had 
ceased, the fingertips were still, the lashes mo-
tionless. He stared for a moment more to 
make sure. Then he knelt by the light-green 
bed and he wept. 
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THE late afternoon sun, filtering weakly through the high, dingy classroom win-dow, glanced in reflected radiance off 
the highly embossed leather cover of St. Lu-
cian's Cistercian Missal, lying on the arm of an 
unoccupied chair in the front row. Cyril 0. 
Perrin, III, gazed hypnotically at the blazing 
gold uncials engraved on the cover of the most 
cherished of his few earthly possessions. His 
mind was far astray from the rambling, monot-
onous lecture being delivered by Dr. Lockhart, 
assistant professor of history. Cyril 0. Perrin 
was trying to decide whether the glossy new 
cover, purchased yesterday with his first month's 
allowance, enhanced or weakened the over-all 
medieval impression of the manuscript. He 
felt a twinge of envy, as always, that the orig-
inal was u"ot in his possession. Cyril's missal 
was only a reproduction, albeit a very old one 
-old enough to be passed off as the primary 
copy. It had been bestowed upon him by his 
former headmaster, Father Correll, upon his 
graduation last year from the School of the 
Sacred Heart. Father Correll had also given 
Cyril some sage advice. Cyril saw him now, 
peering owlishly over his thick bifocals, with 
an admonitory finger raised against the in-
sidious pitfalls of the Devil which pocked the 
path that Cyril would have to travel-alone-
in the Outside World. He must stand firm, a 
staunch and invulnerable beacon on a murky 
sea. 
And how right Father Correll had been! A 
secret smile played at the corner of one thin 
lip. Cyril had been prepared to find iniquity 
at the University, and he had found it. Dur-
ing the very first test, in this very room, Cyril 
had observed with horror three enormous up-
perclassmen slyly trading answers in the back 
row. He had bent over his own paper, un-
certain; he had heard Satan cajoling him to shut 
his eyes to the turpitude in the next row; but 
his conscience had not failed him, and with 
his thin lips compressed in righteous triumph 
he had marched to the front of the room to 
report the incident to Professor Lockhart. 
Cyril prayed long and hard for the souls of 
the three upperclassmen that night; they had 
not attended class since. 
His reverie ended, and he realized with a 
start that Professor Lockhart was discussing the 
influence of monasticism in the early middle 
ages-a ~ubject that was very dear to his heart 
indeed. In fact, he had been ticking off the 
days in an effort to ascertain just when the 
instructor would arrive at this particular point 
in his otherwise valueless survey course in 
Western history. He mentally reminded him-
self to impose an extra penance during his 
private vespers. Now he leaned forward, all 
his senses intent upon the old professor '~ ex-
position. Suddenly his small frame contracted, 
his hand shooting up involuntarily. 
"I must contradict you, sir," he began in a 
loud, thin voice. "Your inclusion of the Cis-
tercian Rule among the early Benedictine or-
ders is quite erroneous. The Cistercians orig-
inated at Citeaux, in France, in 1098, as a 
rather more rigorous adaptation of the early 
Benedictines." His tone grew pedantic. "The 
Cistercians are generally credited with having 
introduced the earliest form of the thurible. 
That they used frankincense rather than the 
more common incense employed is evidenced by 
the fact that the word 'thurible' itself is de-
rived from the Middle Latin thus, 'thuris,' 
meaning frankincense. " His voice rose in cres-
cendo as he felt his impression spreading con-
tagiously through the classroom. "A Cister-
cian may be recognized by his somber brown 
scapulary, austere even by medieval standards." 
He leaped to his feet and faced the class, snatch-
ing a brown robe from the seat beside him. 
"This is a somewhat more recent imitation of 
the original Cistercian scapulary. Note care-
fully how the vertical pleats emphasize-" 
He stopped abruptly, taking in for the fust 
time the universal expression of utter disbe-
lief and incomprehension on the faces of the 
young men and women before him. The blood 
rushed to his head, and he sank into his seat, 
confused. Professor Lockhart was for once 
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struck speechless by this extraordinary decla-
mation. After an uncomfortable silence, the 
old teacher managed an uncertain "Thank you, 
Mr. Perrin" as the buzzer sounded. Cyril re-
mained seated, head bowed, until after the class 
had filed from the room giggling convulsively. 
At length he recovered, and flicking a few im-
aginary specks from the sleeve of his thread-
bare dark-brown tweed suit, he rose and with 
a sigh gathered up his missal, scapulary, and 
notebook. 
Outside, along the time-cracked walk, the 
maples were flushed with the first frost of early 
autumn, although the campus basked in the 
lazy warmth of Indian Summer. Young men 
and women, their faces and arms still a wal-
nut brown, strolled hand in hand across the 
green or engaged in animated chatter at the 
doorways of the late Gothic buildings. Across 
the campus on the playing field the team was 
going through its daily scrimmage. At this 
distance they resembled a colony of ants whose 
carefully constructed hill had just been stepped 
on. Cyril, making his way along the walk, 
glanced at them and felt a film of moisture 
form on his smooth upper lip. He twisted his 
neck in the tight collar. He was headed for 
the chapel, as was his custom every afternoon 
at five, for his meditations. He felt the spirit 
of Michaelmastide permeate him, and he quick-
ened his pace. For the next few days his de-
votions would take longer. 
A coed with windblown black hair and a pert 
snub nose, wearing a plaid skirt and pale blue 
sweater, approached him, a stack of books 
cradled in her arms. Cyril recognized Peggy 
Sanders, the friendliest and most popular girl 
on campus. He gritted his teeth for what he 
knew was to come. "Hi, Cy," smiled Peggy as 
she passed him. Cyril bared his teeth in what 
Peggy took for a grin. Why did that woman 
persist in calling him "Cy" ? His name was 
Cyril 0. Perrin, III, and she knew it. He was 
sure she knew it. Was she teasing him; 
laughing at him ? Women were creatures of 
lust, he had learned that long ago from a young 
priest at the School. They were united in a 
common purpose: to turn the minds of men 
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from holy things. Instruments of the Devil! 
His face brightened as his thoughts turned to 
his current research project, an exhaustive study 
of the evolution of the aspergillum, as used 
through the ages in the traditional missa 
praesanctificatorum. He would have to hurry 
if he meant to send his findings to his bishop 
in his next Ember Day letter. Cyril and Bishop 
Oldroyd got along rather well-his small grey 
eyes grew reflective as he envisioned himself in 
a bishop's robes and mitre. That would be a 
sort of minor Judgment Day, he mused. He 
would turn the diocese upside down to rout the 
encroaching forces of paganism! A sudden 
thought struck him. Stopping, he withdrew a 
small black book from his pocket, unlocked it 
with a tiny gold key, and jotted in a small, neat 
hand: "Inform Bishop Oldroyd of question-
able competence of Professor Lockhart." Cyril 
was certain he had caught hints of atheistic 
tendencies in Professor Lockhart's lectures: 
And that assignment in Gibbon! Cyril closed 
the book, then on an impulse opened it again 
and write: " ' 'Tis an easier matter to raise the 
Devil than to lay him'-Erasmus." As an 
afterthought he blacked out Erasmus' name and 
carefully inscribed: "Cyril 0 . Perrin, III." 
He was distracted from his thoughts by an 
uneasy feeling that he was being watched. 
Raising his eyes, Cyril saw over by the science 
building the three upperclassmen he had caught 
cribbing; they were glaring ominously at him. 
Cyril suddenly felt as though he were being 
bathed in ice. Gathering up his belongings, 
he headed rapidly for the chapel. It was not 
until he heard the heavy portals close behind 
him with a muffled thud, reverberating through 
the dim vastness, that he felt once again reas-
sured. The chapel was the center of Cyril's 
whole existence. He felt it to be his earthly 
home, and, in more exalted moments, his 
heavenly one as well. In the spell of its quiet 
seclusion he felt a sense of safety and peace 
which he had known elsewhere only in his 
mother's ample arms. 
Tiptoeing down the aisle, he genuflected elab-
orately and knelt 10 his special pew. As he 
slipped on his scapulary, Cyril decided that to-
day he would meditate on the Last Judgment, a 
piece of doctrine for which he had a particular 
affinity. He conceived himself as one of the 
sheep, watching with gratification as the goats, 
in the persons of Professor Lockhart, Peggy 
Sanders, and the three upperclassmen, received 
their just sentence of eternal damnation. Smil-
ing, he carefully opened his missal and began 
to read. He adored the euphony of the Latin, 
reveling in its poetic cadence: 
Dies irae, dies illa, 
Solvet saeclum in favilla-
A muffled thud like the crack of doom re-
verberated through the solitude. Cyril felt 
a tickling sensation in the pit of his stomach. 
He read on: 
Teste David cum Sibylla. 
Quantus tremor est futurus, 
Quando judex est venturus, 
Cuncta stricte discussurus! 
A babble of loud, angry voices penetrated the 
hanging stillness. Cyril felt a sense of out-
raged sanctity along with a rising hysterical 
pante. He read on in his loud, thin voice: 
Liber scriptus proferetur, 
In quo tatum continetur, 
U nde mundu.r-
All at once Cyril felt his arm nearly pulled 
from its socket as a sudden yank sent him 
sprawling from the pew. A revolving dark-
ness whirled through his brain. As the dark-
ness, shot through now with stars of pain, 
blotted out consciousness, he heard a loud, 
rasping voice: "This'll teach that goddam 
pansy to welsh on us!" Cyril sank into oblivion. 
* * * 
The late afternoon sun, slanting obliquely 
through the high, stained-glass window, picked 
out St. Lucian's Cistercian Missal, lying open 
on the stone .floor. The prismatic rays, illum-
inating the uncials in blazing gold, drenched 
the ancient manuscript in hues of purple and 
crimson. The over-all effect was overwhelm-
ingly medieval. 
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ON EL GRECO'S A VIEW OF TOLEDO 
The angry greens and greys of hills and sky 
Spring forth straight to one from the picture frame 
To bring life's menace to the seeing eye. 
One sees a city touched with Hellish flame, 
Sees clouds above that seem the breath of gods, 
And feels the mighty powers of Church and State 
In those cathedrals built from earthly clods 
And castles quite enchanted by their hate. 
Toledo! Greatest product of the Greek; 
Eternal city wrought in moving oil. 
Perhaps the citizens have broke' the Godly Plan, 
Yet never will one see them cowed or meek. 
It seems almost this place alone might foil 
The fear, the power, the wrath of gods and man. 
Bryan Bunch, ' 57 
* * * 
MELISANDE 
A touch of Deidre, hints of Helen 
Contribute to her charm. 
Sure the grace of gods of Hellas 
And Rome needs must have fell on 
Melisande, so warm, 
Who ever knew the world is cold. 
Could Maeterlinck have really planned 
That Melisande meet harm 
So young? (Though she is quite as old 
As ocean's ripples in the sand 
Which betray the arm 
Of fates and mysteries to those 
Who every day would watch them change.) 
Did Maeterlinck alarm 
When, full-blown and sweet and strange, 
From his mind she tenuous rose 
And went to death and sweet repose 
Unhindered by creators whim? 
Perhaps her tale was always there 
Until he plucked it from the air, 
And Maeterlinck could just not lie 
By keeping her from harm 
For Melisande was born to die. 
Bryan Bunch, '57 
ETERNAL REVOLUTION 
Night's rule no longer is supreme 
As morning's mist floods all the hill, 
The moon's bright rays no longer gleam 
As bullfrogs croak and crickets trill 
To rouse the camper from his dream 
And set him working in the chill. 
The flaming legions of the sun 
Stream out on misty, sodden plain. 
Night's armies once again outdone 
He turns and flees the field of grain. 
Enthroned by short-lived elements, 
The Day cannot her reign prolong. 
The hills remain like battlements, 
Last remnants of the sun so strong; 
Dusk hides the glory that is spent 
And trees send forth the nightbird' s song. 
The ebon troops of Night return, 
Their jet-black banners flying high. 
Day's fleeing lancers glance astern 
To see Night's squadrons gain the sky. 
Manown Kisor, Jr., ' 58 
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Mrs. Lavery 
by Bennett Dyke, '55 
THE time I spent with Captain Lavery and his wife made a deep and moving im-pression on me. For the sake of accur-
acy, I suppose I had better admit that I learned 
something from them, though I am not sure 
quite what it was, and the Laverys are not the 
sort one likes learning from. But even though 
it was several years ago that I knew them, I 
am periodically forced to consider the memory 
of that first summer. 
In the process of recalling certain periods 
from the past I seem first to focus on one or 
two details which somehow have become 
sharply hooked into my memory. There sel-
dom seems to be any real importance in these 
details, except that they do extend through my 
inner haze of forgetfulness, and thus have 
taken on some subconscious significance. I 
suppose that being partly in this realm of the 
subconscious it is not at all odd that they are 
incomplete images, and seem clear and sharp-
ly defined only on one edge, fading off into 
cloudy indistinctiveness on the other. Why it 
is that memory works this way I could not be-
gin to explain, but it always seems to. Per-
haps this is not the case with others, but as 
example my first remembrance of the house 
in which I was born and spent my childhood is 
not what one might expect. It is not the feel-
ing of home and warmth, not the great lawns 
and charming New England farmhouse, but 
rather that of the clothes-closet in my room, a 
dark, low slant-ceilinged cell tucked under the 
eaves and which smelled of mothballs. Or a 
certain friend who was with me the day I saw 
a well-dressed man steal a newspaper while 
the vendor was looking away always brings to 
mind the furtive, unpleasant expression on a 
face which I can barely visualize. But little by 
little with these isolated bits as beachheads, 
other images filter through to complete the 
necessary context. 
The recollection of that summer on the river 
follows this very process, except that the num-
ber of initial images is exceptionally high. 
This is probably because each day was in many 
respects so much like the next. A great num-
ber of details seems to be significant and I 
lump them together into disorganized bundles 
of vivid, unconnected impression. They are 
confused into repetitions of the stench of fish, 
stagnant water, gasoline and varnish; the bris-
tley scrape of hemp rope; the beating of power-
ful engines and spattering outboards; though 
strangely enough practically nothing of the col-
orful waterfront which constantly met my eyes. 
What I remember most about my eyes was the 
almost constant pain in them from the glare of 
the sun on the water, from the smarting, steamy 
atmosphere given off by freshly wet-down deck 
planking, from the piercing sting wind-blown 
rain and spray. The pleasant nights and cool, 
cloudy days are there too, but not as immedi-
ately. 
After this rudimentary flashback I begin to 
reconstruct more or less chronologically, and 
the first vivid image which is at all complete 
is that of the Captain. I arrived at the dock 
slightly before noon on an incredibly beautiful 
early June day, never having seen the place 
nor the man for whom I was to work, nor car-
ing particularly about either. It made little 
difference whether or not I worked for the 
Captain, whose advertisement in a cheap maga-
zine I had answered; manual labor was scarce 
at the time and jobs were easy to find. But the 
old colonial town, the fascination of the harbor, 
the incredible June day and the Captain's ap-
pearance managed to dispel my nonchalance 
in short order. 
I was walking through the dockyard carrying 
a suitcase and duffie bag, looking upward for 
the most part, where the focal point of a ship-
yard lies, wearing that squinting, bewildered 
feeling one has on a bright day in an unfamiliar 
place. As I rounded the corner of a large 
weathered shed I found blocking my way a 
small man bent over an overturned skiff, caulk-
ing gun moving smoothly over a seam. His 
back was to me so I moved closer, clearing my 
throat. If he had not heard this he must have 
heard my suitcase drop, but still he never 
looked up. He was shirtless and his bare back 
looked mahogany against the faded tan of his 
khaki trousers. "Excuse me," I said. "Where 
do I find Captain Lavery?" He straightened 
up and turned to me, bright blue eyes squinting 
behind black-rimmed glasses, but saying noth-
ing. I judged him to be about fifty years old, 
the sparse mixture of jet black and dead white 
hair falling back before the advance of a gleam-
ing brown forehead. His moustache and eye-
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brows were thin and black, his prominent nose 
followed out narrowly by a pointed face. The 
total effect was unmistakably mouselike and 
altogether as striking as I have seen. He was 
slight of build but smoothly muscled and show-
ing no effects of middle age from the neck 
down. 
"You the new dockhand?" he asked m a 
startlingly deep voice. 
"That's right," I answered. "Where do I 
find Captain Lavery?" 
"You've found him," he said, sticking out a 
putty covered hand for the occasion. "Take 
your gear down to the store," he said, point-
ing to a white building not far off. "My wife 
will show you where to stay." 
"Thanks," I said, but he had already bent 
over the boat again. I picked up my bags and 
walked down the asphalt pavement towards the 
store, interested in the Captain, but somewhat 
unhappy with his appearance and manner. 
But nothing bound me to stay if conditions 
should prove unpleasant, and I have a well-
grounded fear of snap judgments. Prompted 
by this and an empty wallet I decided to at least 
spend the night. And at the moment I was 
curious to see what sort of woman the Captain 
had married. 
The store was three-story frame building of 
weathered shingle which had once been a sail 
loft. The first floor had been made over into 
a combination snack bar, marine drygoods store 
and dock office. In spite of two large plate 
glass windows which looked out over the dock 
to the riverfront, scarcely a hundred feet away, 
the interior was dark and ancient. This was 
partly because of the great canvas awning 
which stretched across the entire front of the 
building just above the door, and partly be-
cause of the contents of the store. Coils of 
hemp and cans of paint were stacked along the 
side and back walls to the ceiling, tarnished 
brass marine hardware lay in a long row of 
dark glass-covered display cases, brown strips 
of flypaper hung humming from the light-
globes on the no longer white plaster ceiling. 
Everything which could possibly have reflected 
light managed to change it to a darker, mellow-
er color. Had it not been for the bright fluor-
escent corner of the snack bar at the rear, the 
store could have remained unchanged for at 
last a hundred years. 
It took me a minute to get used to the com-
parative darkness when I entered through the 
big dockside door from the noonday sun. I 
dropped my bags, momentarily irritated at hav-
ing thought of them as "gear," and turned 
toward the desk at my right. Seated there, 
reading a movie magazine was the Captain's 
wife. 
If I had been struck by the Captain's appear-
ance, I was terribly disappointed by his wife. 
I guess she was at least fifteen years younger 
than her husband (though I learned later that 
it was closer to twenty-five) , and saw she had 
probably been pretty at one time. Now she 
had put on great mounds of perspiring flesh 
and both her natural blonde hair and large eyes 
looked faded and washed out. And yet it 
amazes me that though I saw her practically 
every day for over a year, I am not quite sure 
whether this is an accurate description of her. 
She was just that sort of woman-everything 
she did or said seemed doomed to obscurity in 
an instant. Later on that summer the Captain 
showed me a photograph he had taken several 
years before when they had been married. My 
first suspicion that she had been pretty was 
confirmed; the girl in the picture was almost 
unrecognizable as the present Mrs. Lavery, or 
Maureen as she insisted I call her that first day. 
She was thinner and clean-cut in feature 
though the weak mouth was the same; the chief 
difference was in the eyes. The smiling eyes of 
the girl in the picture were crinkled up at the 
corners and shining deeply ; but the smile had 
changed to a puffy imitation of the old one 
now, the eyes empty when she saw me the first 
day. 
"Hello, you must be Carl Bryce," she said in 
a thin, scratchy voice. 
"That's right, and you are Mrs. Lavery? The 
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Captain said you would show me where to put 
my things." I picked up my luggage again 
and waited for her to squeeze out of the chair 
and come around to my side of the desk. I 
followed as she moved heavily to the back of 
the store and up a flight of stairs I had not 
seen. 
At the top she turned, perspiring, and said, 
"You are going to have to do a little cleaning 
up before you can be comfortable. We had 
two niggers here before and they dirtied the 
place pretty much." As she uttered the word 
"niggers" she gave a little hoarse, uncontrol-
lable laugh which struck me as both comic and 
unpleasant. Walking the few steps across the 
landing, she pushed open the door opposite the 
stairs and waved a short white arm at the mess 
within. The room was enormous, taking up 
nearly a quarter of the floor space on the north-
east side of the building; but the size was 
nothing compared to the condition it was in. 
Dust lay half an inch thick on all horizontal 
surfaces; torn newspapers, bottles, broken glass, 
rags and feathers from a broken pillow were 
scattered all over the floor, battered bureau 
and enormous iron bed; the walls and windows 
were darkened with a thin film of soot and 
what must have been the results of a tobacco-
juice contest. Mrs. Lavery couldn't have missed 
the look of disgust on my face, and helplessness 
came into her otherwise expressionless eyes. 
"I haven't had time to do anything myself about 
cleaning. I hope you won't mind." I said 
nothing. 
As if to show me that a condition of filth 
was not usual for her, she led me back out onto 
the landing, through a squeaking door facing 
the room we had just left, and into her apart-
ment which I saw consisted of three rooms sep-
arated from mine by a thin partition. Here it 
was a good deal cleaner, though far from spot-
less. I waited in the living room while she 
went into the kitchen to return a minute later 
with an assortment of brooms, mops and rags 
for me to begin scrubbing with. Not quite 
sure why, I thanked her, though I am afraid 
somewhat cynically, and left to return to my 
room. Had I anywhere else to go I would 
have walked out right then and there, leaving 
the woman with the helpless eyes and her 
mousy little husband. 
That was my welcome--first ignored, then 
given a mop. But it had the virtue of novelty 
for me, and since there was little else for me to 
do, I decided to make the best of it; I was 
already working for the Captain, if only to 
clear a place for me to lie down, so I might as 
well stay at least a full week. Besides, when I 
had cleared the windows, I found that I realfy 
had an exceptional view of the river and har-
bor. 
The harbor itself is much like any other 
inland port, I suspect, having lost its import-
ance as a shipping stop and catering now to 
pleasure craft. A mile-wide bulge in the river 
five miles upstream from the sea affords a cer-
tain amount of protection from both wind and 
water on the best bank, where there is enough 
frontage to house a shipyard, berths and moor-
ings for both a private yacht club and the serv-
ice dock, as well as two dozen private estates. 
It lacked none of the color and quaintness 
which waterfront areas are supposed to have, 
and it attracted thousands of tourists each week-
end. 
The river, harbor and tourists made up the 
I ivelihood of the town which was set back on 
a hill, safe from the spring floods. The fleet 
of a dozen or so fishing boats were manned al-
most entirely by men from the not too clean, 
happy Portugese section down near the water; 
the mechanics, builders and fitters lived in the 
neat new houses built above the old section. But 
the Square and Main Street had been recon-
structed for the benefit of the tourists, the ex-
pensively dressed, fast-moving, antique-mad 
tourists, who found the town "quaint" and "so 
unrushed." The old Inn and the many little 
shops hibernated until late spring, when the 
feverish open season on tourists began. But 
even though the reconstruction had an economic 
and commercial basis, I nevertheless managed 
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to take full advantage of the narrow streets and 
cramped colonial buildings which after all were 
"quaint." 
After spending the better half of the first day 
cleaning the room I was informed by Mrs. 
Lavery that I was wanted by the Captain who 
was still working on the boat where I had seen 
him :first. She had been shuffling in periodi-
cally to inquire how the job was coming, to ask 
questions about me, and to offer food and 
drink. The progress of the cleaning operation 
was obvious to the eye and needed no verbal 
explanation, and I refused to give more than 
the bare essentials about myself, so, to relieve 
her anxiety and dispel the helpless look, I took 
the soda pop and cake she offered, though I 
had taken time out to eat at the snack bar. 
"You should have seen this place when we 
took over after the war," she said. "It wasn't 
used while the fighting was going on and it fell 
all apart. I had just come down from Sydney 
-that's in Nova Scotia, where I was born-and 
I'll tell you I was mighty discouraged to see this 
place. Why there was so much dirt and the 
docks were all rotten and Lord knows what. 
It hasn't been easy, I'll tell you. There were 
lots of times when I thought I would just pack 
up and leave." She gave the same desperate 
laugh I had heard before. 
Looking around at the gradually abating :filth 
in the room in which we stood, I wondered why 
she hadn't left, for she certainly did not seem 
to be the sort who would find any challenge in 
rebuilding and repairing. 
She slumped against the door which swung a 
few inches and hit the thin wall with a boom. 
"My family has a beautiful home in Sydney." 
She gave the laugh again. I was quite em-
barrassed for her and could think of nothing 
helpful to say and so remained silent. She 
blushed in blotches, pushed away from the 
door and, cautioning me to yell if I needed any-
thing, went next door where through the par-
tition I could hear her clattering about the 
kitchen. 
From the Captain's remarks when I went to 
him I guessed that his wife had been reporting 
on the progress of the cleaning. 
"Glad you know how to clean," he said with 
a snort. "Might as well keep going. There's 
a brush and hose," he said, pointing. "Get 
some paste in the store, Maureen will show you, 
and get the bulkheads clean on that one there," 
pointing now to a large power cruiser. I think 
I disappointed him by knowing what a bulk-
head was, but he seemed pleased at the perspi-
ration I managed to work up by the time he 
came around to inspect. 
Thus began my training. As time passed I 
learned the necessary knots, how to flip a two-
inch line into a loop over a pile, to maneuver 
a :fifty-foot power boat into berth against the 
tide and cross-current, some elementary marine 
mechanics, and thousands of other little details 
which are necessary for the running of a service 
dock. Most of this work was interesting, 
though there was a fair amount of drudgery 
which always accompanies the operation of 
boats and marine equipment. I was surprised 
to find that the Captain took his share of the 
real dirty-work, the scrubbing, sanding and 
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bilge-cleaning_ But it was not long before I 
noticed that he always took such jobs on boats 
belonging to the wealthiest owners. Whether 
he did not trust the dockhands with such ex-
pensive craft, or received rumored tips, I do 
not know, but he handled his expensive cus-
tomers magnificently. On one craft a wealthy 
old businessman paid the Captain to hide a 
bottle in a certain spot in the engine room, 
while the man's wife paid him to throw over-
board and report to her any alcohol he might 
find while cleaning or maintaining the boat. 
With a neat pattern of moderation he was able 
to keep both satisfied for as long as I was there. 
And during this " training period" he would 
speak to me only when there was no other way 
to demonstrate what he wanted me to do. 
I quite disliked him for this, but I realize now 
that it was an odd form of shyness which al-
lowed him to speak boldly and intimately with 
boat-owners and others with whom he had 
business, and yet made difficult easy consort 
with those nearest him and with whom it was 
possible to be genuinely friendly. It wasn't 
until I had been there five weeks and had 
learned my job well that he let down his re-
serve. 
I was quite surprised one Saturday night at 
about midnight when he turned to me and 
said, "Turn off the dock lights and I'll buy you 
a drink." I did as I was told and we walked, 
silent, to the Inn not far from the dock. We 
went in and sat down at a table next to the wall 
in the taproom where it took some time for him 
to loosen up. Two gins had done it. 
"How do you like the job?" 
"Fine. Great fun. " 
"How about the tips?" 
"Fifty-five dollars last week, forty so far 
this." 
"They'll get bigger as the season goes on." 
He was silent and we drank some more. The 
alcohol was reddening the tan of his forehead 
a bit. 
"How come you ain't got a good job? You 
had some schooling haven't _you?" 
"A little, but I like to move around." 
"Not me, boy!" He laughed harshly. "Had 
enough of that. Someday by God I'll have 
enough to buy the whole damn dock, shipyard 
and all. Been aiming for that ever since I seen 
the place. Then we'll see the place earn some 
money!" 
"It must be nice to know what you want," I 
said. "I almost wish I did." 
"Jesus, if I was your age and knew what I 
know now, I'd really go to town." 
I grinned at him and we drank again. I had 
promised myself that he would do the talk-
ing, and so I waited some time before he started 
again. 
"Don't ever get married," he said, slurring 
his words a little. "You get it steady, but 
Jesus, after a while it gets pretty dull." 
I was a little uneasy about the way he was 
taking his gin so I slowed down myself, hoping 
he would not become loud. "I don't expect to 
get married," I said. 
'Tm fifty years old," he said, ignoring me. 
'Tve sailed everywhere and I'm not afraid of 
anybody." 
Although he had not raised his voice, there 
was a feverish look on his face and I was 
afraid that he would start getting messy, so I 
finished my drink and started to slide around 
to where I could stand up. He was about to 
stop me, when he caught sight of the girl who 
sang in the cocktail lounge. A new interest lit 
his face and he called out, "Hey Betty, come 
on over." 
Actually to call her a girl was a little ridicu-
lous, and to call her a singer slightly cruel. 
She had a scrawny attractiveness which she was 
losing rapidly. There was little question as 
to her type-the hair a little too shiny, the too 
careful make-up and the ungraceful, conscious 
way she wore her decollete. But she was still 
trying; in spite of advancing middle age she 
had not given up. 
"Betty, this is Carl," said the Captain, kick-
ing a chair around for her next to him. Neither 
one of us got up as she sat down-1 started 
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to, but could not get my chair loose without 
pushing out the table. "Carl, meet Betty," he 
said. And then leering, he turned to her and 
snickered, digging her under the left armpit 
with the first two fingers of his right hand, 
"Betty and me has had some mighty good times 
together, right Betty?" 
She still had enough pride to be embarrassed, 
turning her gaze down. "How do you do, 
Carl," she said huskily. "We haven't seen 
you around here before." 
By the time I had explained that I had not 
been in town long, and she had started the 
drink the Captain had ordered for her, the bar-
tender began to turn out the lights behind the 
bar. A little disappointed, the Captain brushed 
aside my offer to pick up the check, paid it 
himself, and we went back to the dock. We 
woke the next morning a little sticky-eyed, on 
a far more communicative basis. 
Though still far from talkative, the Cap-
tain little by little began to explain much of the 
procedure of the dock which I had just fol-
lowed blindly before. And as my understand-
ing increased, so did my responsibility. Certain 
of the boats were put under my care, my opinion 
was asked in a few cases, and this went on until 
I was fina!ly given charge of the dock during 
the few times the Captain found it necessary to 
be away. I am afraid after all, that I enjoy 
having responsibilities more than I like to ad-
mit, for there was a certain thrill in making 
even the minor decisions which are involved in 
the business. But this responsibility had its 
disadvantages, too. 
Presumably out of gratitude for decreasing 
the demands made on the Captain, I was asked 
to dinner in the apartment one evening. I had 
no plausible reason not to go, so I agreed as 
appreciatively as I could. I cannot explain 
why I did not want to eat with the Laverys. 
With the Captain or Maureen alone I would 
have been respectively at ease or bored, but 
with the two together I felt somehow quite 
cramped. 
At first Maureen was a little resentful at 
having to do the extra preparation, but when 
she found she had a listener to her constant 
talking who was attentive (out of politeness, 
I confess) she brightened considerably. 
As time went on I was asked nearly every 
week, Maureen wanting the change my com-
pany brought and the Captain feeling he owed 
me something. I could hardly refuse their 
urging without being rude, though for a time I 
tried. 
* * * 
I awoke every morning at six with Maureen's 
banging about the kitchen coming through the 
wall. I soon acquired the habit of going to 
the window as soon as I was up to look at the 
river. Peering through the thick fog I felt 
an almost mystic influence over me. When the 
current raced by the dock in savage ripples I 
felt an uncalled-for excitement; at other times 
when the surface was disturbed only by the 
wingtips of the silent swallows I felt the simul-
taneous impulses of running out and diving off 
the end of the dock and crawling back to bed. 
I only mention this as contrast to the nights, 
which were most often terribly calm and beau-
tiful. I was usually the one to volunteer for 
night duty, and though I was the only one on 
hand, business fell off sharply after sundown 
on weekdays and I was left with much idle 
time. 
I can remember those nights, trying to de-
cide which was more fascinating, the smooth, 
black river with the lazy activity of the lighted 
boats, or the people who gathered at the dock. 
There was nothing for me to do except make 
a periodic check of mooring lines, which took 
me no more than twenty minutes, but my vigil 
was never lonely because the dock was about 
the only cool place near the town on the dog-
days, and the chairs which were placed against 
the store front under the awning were drawn 
into a circle by the town's old timers and a few 
of the boat owners who would admit that their 
cramped cabins were too stuffy for sleep. I 
used to lean back in my chair and let my at-
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tention waver slowly between the quiet con-
versation and the calm water. Every ten 
seconds the beacon on the point a mile away 
would flash, and the reflection it sent me looked 
like a long, upside-down exclamation point. 
But the talk faded and the voices died out 
when the oil barges went by. As they came 
around the bend near the beacon, all one could 
see was what looked like a tall lighted Christ-
mas tree; but as they turned broadside to the 
dock, following the channel, the tree became 
broader and squatter until it suddenly was no 
longer a tree, but a long line of lights drifting 
upstream by themselves. The only evidence of 
the tug which was butting the four or five hid-
den barges to the cities in the north was a pair 
of red running lights and a deep rumbling 
sound. By the time the lights had become a 
Christmas tree again the barges had rounded 
the north bend, the conversation started up. 
The same tales were always told, fish stories, 
storms, floods and wrecks, all of which we had 
heard many times before, but which nobody 
minded hearing again. Strangely enough for a 
silent man, the Captain was one of the chief 
story-tellers, and I suppose it was not odd that 
all his stories were about himself. I admit that 
at first I doubted many of them, but was some-
how gratified to learn from an old acquaintance 
of his that he was telling nothing but the truth. 
There are always many witnesses in first person 
sea stories, and besides I honestly do not think 
he had the imagination to exaggerate the truth 
of the things he had done. 
Elliot Lavery (I was a little surprised to hear 
he had a first name; even his wife called him 
"Captain" ) was born in Sydney, Cape Breton, 
Nova Scotia at the turn of the century, and 
following the footsteps of his family, fished on 
the Great Banks in his father's boat at the age 
of six. In spite of his bemoaning a lack of 
education to me that night at the Inn, he told 
with pride his father 's inability to keep him in 
school. During World War I his father was 
torpedoed in the North Atlantic, and apparent-
ly from that time on there was no keeping him 
from the sea. He shipped on every imaginable 
sort of vessel from four-masted schooner to 
luxury liner, and the tales from these years were 
so numerous that I lost track of them. 
But there was one story which he told most 
often, and which was about a time in his life 
of which he was excessively fond. During the 
mid-twenties when both he and the century 
were at the age which appreciated danger-
ous excitement, he combined his knowledge of 
the East Coast with the expectation of easy 
money to join with a gang of rum-runners. 
His job was to pilot a thirty foot open launch 
built of cheap, light wood, from a Cuban 
freighter stationed outside Montauk Point, up 
Long Island Sound as near to New York as he 
could go before running into the Coast Guard. 
He was extremely proud of the system they used 
to avoid the law and described in great detail 
how he would speed to within half a mile of 
the Connecticut coast, stop and wait for a signal 
light from the shore. This light was from a 
truck parked near the water. After he an-
swered the signal the truck and boat would race 
toward New York, side by side, the truck us-
ing highways nearest the shore. 
The Sound was heavily patrolled by the Coast 
Guard and although the launch was, according 
to the Captain, " the fastest hull the Coast has 
ever seen," there was always the chance that 
they would not reach the fleet of small sailboats 
"out for a moonlight sail," trapped by a cutter. 
So the crews of both the truck and launch kept 
a nervous watch for the law and comrpunicated 
guardedly by signal light. A look of almost 
hellish glee distorted the Captain's face at this 
point in his story. 
"Once the coasties thought they had us, but 
all I did was flash an S.O.S. to the boys on land 
and they headed for the nearest beach. The 
skipper of the cutter must have thought we had 
gone crazy when I headed the launch straight 
in for shore and opened her up. We hit the 
beach full throttle and plowed into the sand. 
By the time the cops knew what happened, all 
that was left on the beach was a wrecked boat 
• 
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and the smell of rum. The cargo and my crew 
was already in the truck and a long ways away." 
I heard this story four times that I remember, 
each time with different details stressed, but no 
conflicts, and I enjoyed it immensely. There 
was something crazy and romantic about de-
liberately running a boat aground, in danger of 
one's life in order to save a few gallons of alco-
hol, and the Captain fondled the memory of 
this era with all the tenderness and bewilder-
ment of a man who has lost something valu-
able, without remembering quite how. For the 
romance of his youth had gone out of the Cap-
tain's life. I think that even his service during 
World War II in the Army Transport Com-
mand had been more terrifying than romantic 
for him, for here his daring was not only to 
prove his courage to himself, but to protect the 
responsibility of the several thousand men 
quartered on his ship. And now he was left 
with only the excitement of material or finan-
cial expectation, and I think that this was not 
enough for him to be happy with. 
He had cautioned me the night of our cele-
bration at the Inn never to get married, that 
( 
married life was dull, but later on I had the 
feeling that this sentiment was not entirely sin-
cere. I am sure that he found married life and 
his wife quite dull, but there was more to his 
distrust of marriage than mere boredom. The 
fact was that he had married late, at forty-five, 
and up until that time had no ties; but for the 
past five years he began to feel not only the un-
derstandable responsibility for his wife, but 
what for him must have been a frightening de-
pendence on her. It occurred to me that Mau-
reen had been away visiting for the week during 
which we made our trip to the Inn. Apparently 
her presence reminded him of his responsibility, 
and only when she was not near did he fall 
back into a way of life which neither his rep-
utation nor pocketbook could afford. Maureen 
cooked, kept house and slept with him, legally, 
respectably and inexpensively, and that is why 
he had married her. But it had grown to the 
point . where the sobering thought of Maureen 
kept him behaving himself, and this disturbed 
him. 
I am afraid that I have the common weak-
ness of our generation-! am terribly prone to 
pigeonholing. Many psychologists see this 
tendency as an attempt to avoid fear of the 
unknown, to attain the general modern goal-
security. I do not think I can quite agree with 
such impressive generalities, but none the less, 
it was easy to pigeonhole Captain Lavery into 
a predictable pattern, and that is just what I 
did. Even now I feel that I was not too far 
wrong with the Captain because I liked him, 
and I think he liked me as much as he could 
like anybody. But still I wondered about 
Maureen. 
I had her conveniently lacking in intelligence, 
inert mentally, fast becoming so physically, car-
nal and generally uninteresting. She was all 
of this, lying around the whole day half dressed, 
reading the usual movie magazine, eating and 
drinking more than was good for her and sub-
mitting automatically to the Captain. I could 
not help seeing her every day, and when I 
talked with her she managed to squirm the con-
MRS. LAVERY 41 
versation one-sidedly around to what was half 
apology for her present condition and half 
description of her home in Nova Scotia. Nat-
urally this was tiresome as well as embarrassing, 
so I avoided her as much as I could, pitying but 
not really liking her. 
The month of August with its stifling weath-
er set in, making me as is always the case 
rather pleasantly depressed and subjective. I 
had settled well into the routine and begun to 
lose curiosity about the troubles, lives and souls 
of Captain Lavery and his wife. But this same 
hot weather provided the catalyst for a scene 
between the two which surprised and touched 
me more than I was aware at the time. 
The day was exceptionally hot. I woke up 
later than usual at about seven and the sun was 
already cutting through the fog, diffusing a 
burning yellow light. I lay still in bed, per-
spiring slightly, watching the nervous reflec-
tions from the water flicker on the ceiling, and 
not wanting to get up. I shouldn't have. As 
the day wore on, the temperature rose terribly 
and the barometer dropped, producing an op-
pression which was quite unbearable. Few of 
the boats went out, the owners lolling irritably 
about their cabins and their children underfoot 
and cross. Everything seemed to go wrong. The 
Captain dropped an outboard motor into the 
water as he was attempting to fasten it to a 
boat and then lost a grappling hook while fish-
ing for it; I bumped my head three times on the 
same hatchway and burned my hand on the 
manifold of an engine I was aJjusting; Mau-
reen just perspired miserably in the kitchen 
window. It was a very depressing, unhappy 
day, but somehow it dragged on. 
By six that evening the sun had stopped its 
burning, but the air was damp and no cooler, 
the barometer swinging lower. Maureen called 
to the Captain, saying that his dinner was 
ready. At that very instant he was assembling 
the clutch of the outboard he had dropped and 
for some reason the sound of her voice added 
to his irritation. "Jesus," he muttered and 
went on working, only to have ·Maureen call 
again. "Keep it hot," he barked at her. Fin-
ishing the job, he went upstairs. I went off 
duty a few minutes later and climbed slowly to 
my room to shower and change. From what I 
could hear through the partition, the Captain's 
dinner had been cold when he arrived upstairs 
and he had made some comment. Maureen 
was holding a whiny, one-sided conversation 
with him until I heard him exclaim, "Jesus" 
again, get up and slam out the door. I dis-
missed both of them in expectation of a well-
deserved cocktail and dinner in town. 
But when I returned later that night, at about 
ten o'clock I was forced to recognize their 
existence again. I had spent some time at the 
Inn where the weather always seemed cooler, 
but being tired, took my time walking back to 
the dock, enjoying the slight alcoholic comfort 
I had. The sky was cloudy and looked stormy, 
though I had heard that no break was expected 
in the weather until late the next day. As I 
rounded the corner of the old shed, I saw that 
the lights were still on in the Lavery's apart-
ment, an unusual thing for the early-rising 
Captain when his wife was home. As I ap-
proached I heard voices shouting, the broken, 
husky, enraged squeak of Maureen, the deep 
bellow of the Captain. They were arguing 
violently, and as I came closer I heard a crash 
as some piece of furniture was kicked over. 
This somehow struck me as extremely amusing 
-the silent little man and his big, lethargic 
mate battling it out to the finish in their shoddy 
lair, and it was all I could do to stop laughing 
aloud. 
But a family feud is a terribly awkward 
thing for the outsider to face, and there was no 
avoiding this one inside the building-any-
thing above normal conversation boomed 
through the partition which separated our 
rooms. So I decided to let the Captain and his 
wife have the place to themselves, and went 
back to the Inn. Returning to the dock an 
hour later I found the lights on, but could hear 
nothing from outside. Hesitating, I finally put 
the key into the lock, opened the door and 
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stomped upstairs, making as much warning 
noise as I could. As I undressed and climbed 
into bed I could hear Maureen sobbing and 
sniffiing sloppily, but there was no conversa-
tion. In spite of the heat I had almost dropped 
off when she started to cry with a loud, cough-
ing bawl. 
"What the matter now?" asked the C~ptain. 
She sobbed. 
"Jesus, Maureen. Go to sleep. I have to 
be up early tomorrow. You know that." His 
voice was furious. 
"Always think of yourself," accused Mau-
reen. "I don't mean anything. You have to 
be up early. You want your dinner on time. 
Y ou want your shirt mended, but I can't even 
have enough money to buy a new dress. " 
"Shut up Maureen," said the Captain. "It's 
too late to start this all over again." 
"It's always too late, or you're too tired, or 
we haven't enough money. We can't do this, 
we can't do that. I'm young, Elliot. And I 
want to have fun." New sobs of self-pity over-
came her. 
"Maureen, I've told you, wait until I get 
going, and then you can have anything you 
want." 
"You've said that ever since we were married, 
and look at us now. If my mother could see 
us now in this place. I used to be thin and 
pretty, Elliot. And look at me now. My 
mother was right. I never should have married 
you. You wanted a slave, not a wife. A lino-
leum rug on the livingroom floor. Imagine, 
linoleum in the livingroom !" She practically 
screamed this last, working herself up into a 
fury. 
"Jesus, Maureen, now shut up," said the Cap-
tain, disgusted. 
"You did this to me. You brought me to 
this junkhole. You let me get fat. You. 
Mouse. That's what they used to call you. 
Mouse Lavery. You didn't think I knew that, 
did you? You thought people had forgot that 
since you grew your silly moustache. Well 
they haven't. And I haven't either. Mouse. 
Mouse, Mouse, Mouse." And she laughed 
that dirty laugh of hers between sobs. 
"Jesus, now that's enough," shouted the Cap-
tain, showing his anger. 
"That's enough, is it?" she cried. "What's 
enough? There's only one thing I get enough 
of now. Mother was right. I never should 
have even looked at you. But how was I to 
know what kind you were? I didn't know any-
thing then, but I do now. It won't hurt any-
thing. It won't hurt anything, that's what you 
said!" 
I could not understand this last, but the Cap-
tain did, and from the tone of his voice he was 
uneasy about it. 
"Quiet Maureen, don't bring that up. Carl 
can hear through the wall. " 
"I don't care," she bawled, raising her voice. 
"I don't care if the whole world hears. The 
doctor said we'd have to stop after the fourth 
month, but you said it wouldn't hurt anything. 
And then you wouldn't stay when the doctor 
came in that night, that awful night. You 
were scared, weren't you ? Well you weren't 
half as scared as I was. Never again, I said, 
but you still wouldn't stop. God damn you 
Elliot Lavery, God damn you," she screamed, 
the fury cracking her voice and raising its pitch. 
There was silence. Then the Captain's 
voice came through the partition. "All right," 
he said. "All right. If that's the way you feel 
why don't you get out? Why don't you leave 
me the hell alone; why don't you just get out?" 
I expected her to do just that. 
"Why don't I leave you?" She seemed fight-
ing for an answer. "Why don't I just leave 
you?" Her voice broke and she sobbed like a 
child. "Because all I want is to be with you 
always." 
I put the pillow over my head to shut out 
the childlike sobbing. In spite of the day's 
fatigue I could not sleep. How could I con-
tinue to watch a man pay the tedious price for 
such a vow as I had heard, I wondered. Why 
didn't I just get out? I felt like crying myself. 
Why didn't I? 
This contribution comes from the graduate school. Mrs. Kaufman lives in West Hartford 
and is a graduate of Cornell. 
EINSTEIN 
by Violet Kaufman 
Alone he travelled the uncharted span 
Of nothingness, where coldness absolute 
Congeals the restless atom into mute 
Capitulation. Then this mortal man 
Presumed to penetrate the very plan 
Of the creator; squeezed all laws to suit 
The space of an equation; brought to fruit 
The first assault on time since time began. 
An artery has burst. The faded, worn, 
Gray, sweat-stained pullover and pungent pipe 
Give no more warmth. Now from the skull is 
torn 
A thing resembling three pounds of fresh tripe. 
The scientists will come from near and far 
To see the gluey globule in a jar. 
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Vernon Street has come to be a source of trepida-
tion for Hartford motorists, particularly with the 
added influx of family automobiles which character-
izes Spring at Trinity College (along with the sud-
den increase in the number of undergraduate poets, 
as witnessed by the table of contents of this issue). 
We were somewhat surprised, however, to discover 
that Vernon Street's reputation goes back to the ear-
liest days of the city's history. It seems that certain 
awkwardness was caused for the original settlers by 
a pack of wolves which frequently left its den, lo-
cated right in the middle of what was to become our 
much-travelled thoroughfare, and made periodic raids 
on the community. The scenery has changed con-
siderably since then, but the tradition of the raid-
ing wolves has persisted-only now there are ten 
packs instead of one. 
Another of Vernon Street's distinctions is that it 
undoubtedly represents the highest ratio of unpaid 
parking tickets per foot of curb space of any other 
street in Hartford. This is due largely to the num-
ber of out-of-state licenses combined with the pre-
vailing attitude of casualness about such matters likely 
to be found on any college campus. An informal 
survey of the situation inspired us with the design 
for this issue's cover. We publish it especially to 
memorialize the collection of green stubs we have 
picked up over the last four years while running in 
and out of Bond Press, Inc., during those hectic 
weeks preceding each issue of the Review. Torn 
between a horror of farewell editorials by seniors and 
a real nostalgia which accompanies the end of such 
an engrossing (and time consuming) activity as a 
college magazine, we take this opportunity to bid 
a fond adieu and turn these pages over to next year's 
competent and energetic editorial staff. J.E.H. 
* * * 
While exploring the Saturday Review of Literature 
a few weeks ago we noted with surprise that first 
prize in the SRL's annual World Travel Photo Con-
test, bearing as its award an all-expenses-paid trip to 
Europe, had been gathered by an ex-editor of Ye 
Olde Trinity Review who had occupied himself dur-
ing his tour of duty in Korea by shooting the natives 
with a Leica rather than an M-1 (not nearly as 
messy) . As we knew the winner way back when, 
our fancy turned to thoughts of what really does 
happen to beat-up old Review editors who have out-
lived their usefulness to their alma mater. Although 
we have frequently entertained a private opinion, 
especially around deadline time, as to where old 
Review editors go-or, at any rate, where they should 
go-we concede that Europe is not only far enough 
removed from us, but large enough to contain any 
number of worn-out editors. We therefore humbly 
offer an all-expenses-paid trip to Europe as a worthy 
goal for a retired editor, since we realize that his in-
evitable rejection by any self-respecting glue factory 
would be traumatic. 
The means to this end are painless: he should 
hang out his shingle as a Professional Contest Enterer. 
He must, of course, choose his contests with care, 
entering only those appropriate to his dignity and 
discriminating taste; he should not, for example, set 
his sights upon becoming Miss America, or No. 1 
Ozark Hog Caller, even if it does get him to Europe. 
I suggest haunting the television giveaway programs 
as a suitable outlet for his talents, for watching TV is 
becoming a distinctly highbrow activity (item: the 
other day we overheard a professor admit, albeit 
sheepishly, that he would buy a set if he could afford 
one) . It is an accepted truism that old Review 
editors never die; but if the practice that we have 
outlined becomes widespread, they will not, unfor-
tunately, even fade away-that is, unless you have a 
bug in your cathode tube. J.S. 
CHARIVARI 45 
Anathema to us are people who feel it is soigne 
to season everyday conversation with recherche words 
and phrases of alien extraction. In an effort to ap-
pear au courant with the affectations of the bona fide 
cosmopolitan bon vivant, these poseurs are attempting 
to make good old Anglo-Saxon passe and mangled 
French and Latin de rigueur. The efforts of these 
pseudo-ennuyes and pseudo-ennuyees to effect a 
rapprochement among tongues so a tort et a travers 
are frequently outre, for a French word, for example, 
is ipso facto a double entendre, and an attempt to 
express a tertium quid is more often than not a non 
sequitur. This pathetic zeitgeist has evolved a modus 
operandi whose sine qua non seems to be the quid pro 
quo substitution for red-blooded American words of 
blue-blooded foreign words whose raison d' etre is 
that they are per se foreign (or dead). This to our 
mind is the ne plus ultra of preciosite. Entre nous, 
we feel that English qua English has a certain je ne 
sais quoi lacking in foreign bavardage; but, as we 
always say (with Gallic shrug and twitch of our 
Roman nose), chamn a sqn gout. 
Q.E.D. 
* * * 
We do wish there was more to be said for drink-
ing--or less to be said against it. Drinking produces 
such a delicious state of euphoria, albeit a temporary 
one, that learning of another poor soul lost to the 
vice of drinking-in-excess always gives us pause 
against indulging in that tenth and last screwdriver. 
The current Jesters' production of The Drttnkard 
failing to leave us alarmed, despite the delirium tre-
mens of the protagonist, because of the gloriously 
happy ending; we were nevertheless aroused to pity 
by a recent reading of Budd Schulberg's The Disen-
chanted, which is said to be a biography of the F. 
Scott Fitzgeralds. Pity not being one of the nicest 
human emotions, we did our best to enjoy the humor 
in the story, but there was all that damned misery, 
and so, pity it was. 
It seems that Jere and Manley Halliday, which is 
Schulberg's dodge for slandering the Fitzgeralds, 
were as hedonistically happy a couple in their early-
married years as any that ever swam nude in the 
Mediterranean. But then that old demon Drink 
took hold of Jere, and from then on it was a down-
hill race from one alcohol ward to another, with 
Manley climbing the blitzkrieging bandwagon to 
oblivion in time to accompany his wife. 
Now the decline and fall of the Fitzgeralds hit us 
where we hurt most, in our eudaemon, for the Fitz-
geralds were the swizzle stick of the Twenties and our 
conception of the ideal collegians. To see these idols 
of the gin fizz succumb to saturation nearly wrecked 
our equanimity. In short, we decided not to order 
that case of Smirnoff' s for exam week, and, having 
thus broken our heart, telephoned Mr. Walker to 
come and clear our room of empty bottles. 
J.S.B. 
* * * 
As the great mind failed, it perhaps realized for a 
split second, the long sought after answer, too late. 
Unheard, the last few words, remain unknown, and 
the humble man died as he had lived, humbly. The 
man who conceived the equation E=MC2, the man 
who then saw that very same work used at Hiroshima 
and Nagasaki, passed out of man's dimensions and 
into some other. This was Albert Einstein, a wan-
derer, a genius. He had searched throughout his 
life into the deepest corners of this universal void, 
and its many complex forces. From these search-
ings he has left the earth and its peoples, the strang-
est of all formulas: that for continual existence. 
Like a modern saviour, he has given us, instead of 
the spiritual, the scientific, letting we ourselves decide 
where and in what ways it will lead us. A choice is 
ours between complete disillusionment and atomic 
destruction, or complete hope and an atomic Renais-
sance. Albert Einstein lies dead, the earth lies dying, 
the mind of man, wondering what to do next. 
T.M.L. 
Jazz at the Plaza. 
Some of the country's finest jazz is available to the 
Trinity man with the urge to hear good jazz with-
out sacrificing his "skivvy" to the little man behind 
the three-balled sign. The Central Plaza, the place, 
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is just on the edge of the "Village"; or, more specif-
ically, at 2nd Ave. and 7th St., in New York City. 
The boys that "live" there sum it up with three short 
words, " It's the end." 
To give you of the "jazz-hound" species an idea 
of the talent that frequents the place, here is only 
some of it : on the trumpet, Wild Bill Davison, 
Bobby Hacket, Charlie Shavers, Muggsy Spanier; 
on the trombone, Wilbur DeParis, Conrad Janis, 
Big Chief Russel Moore, Tyree Glen; on the clarinet, 
Sidney Bechet, Buster Bailey, Bud Freeman; on the 
piano, Dick Cary, Norman Lester, Willy 'The Lion' 
Smith; on the drums, Jimmy Crawford, Sonny Greer, 
Zutty Singleton, Art Trappier, Gene Krupa. The 
wonderful thing about the Plaza is that, like few 
places left on this earth, one is more than likely to 
get more for his money than anticipated. One Fri-
day night Gene Krupa and Benny Goodman chanced 
to drop in, unofficially as it were, and they simply 
"forgot" to leave . .. I warn you, you may do the 
same. By the way, should you become parched dur-
ing the performance, tap beer goes for $1.25 per 
two-and-a-half quart pitcher. 
The Plaza's gaudy blue and red neon proclamation 
of fine jazz is the first of that wonderland that meets 
the eye. Inside an elevator waits, eager to whisk you 
off to any one of the Plaza's four floors from which 
intermittent strains of sound breath. The ballroom 
that greets you now, covered with a thick, swirling 
layer of expectant lovers of jazz, was, minutes before, 
stripped of this essential bit of make-up, scattered 
with chairs and tables bearing, in arrangement any-
way, no little resemblance to a ruined army on a 
vast, barren plain. But now, from a small clearing 
at one end of the floor, comes the voice that fills the 
room. 
By ten o'clock the "joint" is, what all those familiar 
with this type of music call, "jumpin'." A smooth 
trumpet improvisation caresses the ear, a piano talks 
softly in the background and the timely throb of in-
tegrated drum and bass viol fills you . . . an alto sax 
breaks in, straining across the ballroom, a cheer rushes 
up through the high-tension air, this is the jazz lover' s 
paradise. At twelve o'clock sharp all the combos in 
all the ballrooms "hit it," long and hard, with the 
traditional, "When the Saints Come Marching In," 
and the "house comes down." When you next look 
about, you see a red-faced trumpeter atop a rumbling 
piano and, on a nearby table, a "slushpump" rasps 
forth . . . this is the Plaza and it speaks to you . . . 
any Friday or Saturday night. 
-Jody Gould 
* * * 
I watched him with morbid fascination as he 
picked up the delicate arm and held it gently between 
his fingers . He wavered a second or two, then he 
let go of the arm and watched it float down onto the 
shiny, vinylite disc that was revolving slowly on a 
sixteen-inch turn-table. 
"You are in for a great thrill, " he began . The 
horns blared the bold introduction to Moussorgsky's 
Pictures at an Exhibition. 
I settled back in my sling chair and lit a cigar-
ette. It was a fine phonograph. 
"Did you hear that cymbal?" he screamed. "You 
can't tell me you get that kind of a response from 
your machine." 
"No," I answered, listening to the saxophone sing 
its plaintive melody. 
"You know, this used to be our dining-room, but 
Margaret and I decided that we didn't need it. I 
tore out the china cabinet and built the machine my-
self. It's ideal, having the speaker in a corner. With 
an exponential folded horn I get absolutely no bass 
reflex because I'm using infinite baffie." 
He was off again. I wasn't going to hear Mous-
sorgsky or anything else that night. I was going to 
hear all over again about "woofers," and "squawk-
ers," and "tweeters." I was going to hear about a 
speaker that could reproduce a recording of a "silent" 
dog whistle perfectly. I sank deeper into my chair 
and wondered when Margaret was going to serve the 
chilled, stale sandwiches left over from her bridge 
party. Poor Margaret hasn't been the same since 
all her furniture was put in the attic. The "chick 
sales" didn't quite take the place of a grandfather's 
clock. 
While he was talking, Fred had moved over to the 
cabinet. "Listen to the difference," he was saying, 
"as I switch over to a regular speaker." With a flick 
of his finger, he took the huge orchestra out of the 
room and stuck it in a small chest that resembled a 
portable bar on the other side of the room. 
"The bass and treble peaks are all off. You can't 
get clear peaks on an old machine." He jumped 
aside as he flicked the switch again. The great oxen-
cart rumbled through. 
"Fred." Margaret was standing in the doorway 
with a tray of jaundiced, heart-shaped sandwiches. 
"Mrs. Hamilton just called. You'll have to tum the 
volume down. You know how her mother is when 
she can't sleep." 
"Turn the volume down?" Fred was waving his 
arms wildly. "Doesn't that woman realize there 
isn't any volume control? I've set my loudness con-
trol according to the make of the stylus cartridge." 
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Margaret sighed wearily, put the tray of sand-
wiches on the coffee table, and slowly walked out of 
the room. She looked worn out. My heart went out 
to her, but nevertheless I felt she should have realized 
what she was getting into when she married Fred. 
He was interested in sound when he was in college. 
He used to spend his allowance on expensive im-
ported 78's. He bought London Records when they 
came out with ffrr. He was the first one in the neigh-
borhood to own a long playing machine. He pre-
dicted Hi-fi. And now UHF. 
Fred was perspiring now. He mopped his brow 
with a heavy linen handkerchief. "Where do you 
think this was recorded ?" he asked. 
I said I didn't know. Probably in a studio. 
"No," he chided. "Listen for the overtones. You 
can feel the size of the hall." 
I listened very carefully and decided the recording 
must have been made in an auditorium. I don't 
think I felt the hall as clearly as Fred. 
He was talking again. "You know, the secret of 
a good phonograph is the amplifier. All records are 
made on tape today, and you need a sensitive ampli-
fier to meet the various equalization curves which 
compensate for the method of the tape roll off for 
the bass .. .. " 
"Fred." Margaret was in the doorway again. 
"Fred, Mrs. Hamilton just called again, and she said 
if you didn't do something about the volume, she'd do 
something desperate. Her mother has been out of 
bed three times." 
"All right, Margaret, all right!" he growled in dis-
gust. Margaret disappeared. 
"Well, old man, before you go, I want you to 
hear one more thing. We'll really let her rip, and 
mark my words, there's no distortion." Fred was 
on his knees, crawling towards the speaker. "If 
you press your ear close, you can see there's no distor-
tion. No distortion!" 
The Great Gate at Kiev roared forth. The noise 
was deafening. All of a sudden, the room began to 
shake. Fred had a funny expression on his face. 
He tried to get to his feet. He clutched at little bits 
of air and then sprawled on the floor-unconscious. 
"Fred!" Margaret was in the doorway again. 
"Oh dear," she cried as she knelt by her lifeless 
husband, " I knew this would happen. We haven 't 
got a rumble filter. " 
R. A.R. 
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WHY A MILLION MEN HAVE Sill/ITCHED TO 
HOliDAY! 
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Only HOLIDAY gives you this Custom Blend for Mt1dness! 
Yes, five famous tobaccos skillfully blended 
into a mixture of unequalled flavor, aroma 
and mildness. These fine tobaccos, selected 
from all parts of the world, are blended with 
a base of cool-smoking white burley ... Each 
tobacco adds its own distinctive flavor and 
aroma to make Holiday America's finest pipe 
mixture. We suggest you try a pipeful ... 
enjoy its coolness, flavor and aroma . . . and 
see for yourself why more and more men who 
smoke mixtures are switching to Holiday as 
a steady smoke. 
1/0LIDAY gives you this 1/eat-,gealed Wrap-Around Pouch! 
Holiday tobacco leaves our blending 
line with just the right moisture con-
tent for a cool, no-bite smoke. You can 
be sure every pouch will be that way 
when you open it, because Holiday is 
the only mixture which has the Wrap-
Around pouch. Sealed air-and-water 
tight, it guarantees you a fresher, 
cooler-smoking tobacco. 
IF YOU PREFER A BLEND 
OF STRAIGHT BURLEYS 
Try Edgeworth-
choice cool-smoking 
white burleys in the 
air-tight pouch . 
America's finest 
pipe tobacco. 
SPECIAL OFFER $[50 
-------------------------, 
Get t~is new polished. aluminum stem " Park Lane" pipe I 
w1th tnterchangeable Imported bnar bowl and exclusive 1 
"dri-dome" which traps moisture to insure a dry, cool I 
smoke-along with 2 full-sized pouches of Holiday 
Tobacco. If your dealer cannot supply you, use this handy I 
order blank. I 
Name I 
I Address. ____________ _ _ 1 
City State I 
Mail with $1.50 to Park Lane, Larus & Brother Company, I 
Inc., Richmond, Va . CM-4 I 
---------------------~ 
~ . 
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tastes good-like a cigarette should! 
I 
WINSTONS GOT 
REAL FLAVOR ! 
~ 
AND IT DRAWS 
SO EASY!~ 
t 
WINSTON changed America's mind about filter cigarettes! 
• Winston is sure making friends in a hurry! This filter cigarette 
has the full, rich, tobacco flavor real smokers want. Besides bringing 
flavor back to filter smoking, Winston also brings you a finer filter. 
The exclusive Winston filter works so effectively, yet lets the full, 
rich flavor come right through to you. Winstons are easy-drawing. 
Best of all, Winston tastes good - like a cigarette should! -R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co .. Wi nston -Salem, N.C. 
